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REMARKS. 


Vli)t  JFatc  of  ©alas. 

Presumptive  evidence  has  too  often  been  taken  as 
conclusive.  A  combination  of  circumstances  may  arise  to 
fix  guilt  beyond  the  possibility  of  doubt ;  and  the  victim 
has  been  sacrificed,  not  from  any  want  of  patient  investi¬ 
gation  and  apparently  concurring  testimony,  but  from  a 
fatality  which  all  may  argue  upon,  but  none  can  explain. 
It  has  been  said  that  the  consciousness  of  innocence  is 
sufficient  to  support  the  mind  under  every  trial.  This 
sounds  well  in  theory,  but  differs  in  practice.  The  bitter¬ 
ness  of  death,  as  regards  an  hereafter ,  may  be  alleviated 
by  the  reflection  that  our  sentence  is  unjust ;  but  the  dread 
of  posthumous  infamy— -a  dread,  of  which  every  well-re¬ 
gulated  mind  is  deeply  susceptible,  still  clings  to  the 
sufferer. 

"  Oh,  God  !  Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name 
Things  standing  thus  unknown  shall  leave  behind  me? 

If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart, 

Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile, 

And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain, 

To  tell  my  story.” 

Among  the  many  consolations  that  attend  the  close  of  a 
well-spent  life  is  the  hope  that  our  memory  shall  scent 
like  the  rose  when  we  are  dead. 

The  fate  of  Galas  painfully  illustrates  these  remarks. — 
This  virtuous  citizen,  having  incurred  the  hatred  of  a  party 
to  which  he  is  politically  opposed,  is  persecuted  with  that 
spirit  of  rancour  which,  in  the  absence  of  real  injuries, 
grows  out  of  mere  difference  of  opinion.  He  has  an  un- 
happy  son,  whom  gaming  and  a  fatal  attachment  have 
brought  to  the  brink  of  ruin.  Antoine  Calas  has  pledged 
his  patrimony  to  the  family  wffio  rank  as  the  head  of  his 
father’s  enemies  ;  while  the  object  of  his  mad  passion  is 
their  daughter  Hortensia,  a  woman  of  infamous  character, 
with  whom  a  marriage  (accompanied  with  the  renunciation 
of  his  faith)  offers  the  only  means  of  discharging  the  debts 
that  threaten  to  overwhelm  him.  The  instrument  of  ven- 
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eeance  is  Ambroise,  a  wretch  whose  prospects  have  been 
ruined  by  the  patriotic  exertions  of  Galas  in  discovering 
and  driving  from  the  city  of  Toulouse  a  party  of  contra¬ 
band  traders.  He  therefore  resolves  to  strike  the  father 
through  the  son ;  encouraging  the  latter  in  the  wildest  ex¬ 
travagance,  and  urging  this  degrading  marriage  (to  which 
the  youthful  infatuation  of  Antoine  is  but  too  well  in¬ 
clined),  that  must  inevitably  bring  down  upon  him  the  re¬ 
proach  of  his  family,  and  the  scorn  of  his  fellow-citizens. 
Beset  on  all  sides,  and  every  way  distressed— full  of  re¬ 
morse  for  his  past  conduct,  and  awake  to  the  villany  of 
his  false  friend,  Antoine  Calas  resolves  to  die.  He  tails 
by  his  own  hand,  on  a  night  of  rejoicing,  in  the  pavilion 
attached  to  his  father’s  house.  The  law  of  France  was 
wont  to  visit  with  peculiar  severity  the  wretched  suicide, 
whose  remains  must  be  given  to  the  public  executioner, 
ignominiously  dragged  forth  by  an  infuriated  mob,  and 
cast  out  without  the  rites  of  sepulture.  To  save  the 
corpse  of  his  son  from  this  barbarous  sentence,  Galas  has 
it  secretly  removed  at  midnight,  and  seeks  a  spiritual  pas¬ 
tor  to  pay  it  the  last  solemn  duties  of  religion.  But  this 
pious  intent  is  turned  to  evil  account  by  the  malice  of  Am¬ 
broise.  He  had  been  watching  about  the  house  of  Calas  ; 
and  when  the  servant  Jeannette  runs  into  the  vestibule  to 
give  the  alarm,  he  sees  in  the  death  of  his  victim  a  more 
horrible  consummation  of  his  revenge. 


“  Vengeance  is  still  alive :  from  her  dark  covert, 

With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  crest, 

She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  charms.” 

The  affair  is  spread  over  the  city ;  the  multitude  assemble ; 
they  whisper,  are  agitated  and  confused  ;  they  speak  of 
Calas,  of  murder,  and  revenge.  The  tumult  increases; 
the  people  threaten  to  force  the  gates ;  they  demand  en¬ 
trance  in  the  name  of  the  capitoul ;  Calas  orders  the  gates 
to  be  opened,  and  the  authorities  enter.  With  perfect 
self-possession,  chastened  with  grief,  he  recounts  the  sad 
story  of  his  son’s  death,  and  appeals  to  the  capitoul  if  he 
has  exceeded  the  duty  of  a  fond  father,  in  endeavouring  to 
conceal  the  crime  of  an  unfortunate  son.  Certain  ques¬ 
tions  are  put  to  him  in  a  mysterious  manner  ;  to  which, 
in  his  abstraction,  he  gives  somewhat  incoherent  and  con¬ 
tradictory  replies.  His  arch  enemy,  Ambroise,  is  at 
hand,  and  whispers  the  judge ;  when  the  fragment  of  a 
letter  written  by  his  son,  in  terms  that  may  be  tortured  to 
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bear  very  opposite  constructions,  is  produced  in  evidence 
against  him  ;  and  Calas  and  his  family,  with  horror  and 
amazement,  hear  the  father  accused  as  the  murderer  of 
his  son  !  A  chain  of  circumstances,  all  tending  to  confirm 
the  charge,  added  to  the  positive  testimony  of  Ambroise, 
induce  the  council  to  find  him  guilty ;  nor  can  the  entrea¬ 
ties  of  his  friends,  or  a  long  life  distinguished  by  public 
and  private  virtues,  arrest  the  sentence.  He  is  summoned 
to  die ;  and  the  only  pang  that  stings  him  is  the  infamy 
that  must  attach  to  his  memory, — harmless,  indeed,  as 
regards  himself ,  but  to  his  family  bitter  and  overwhelming. 
The  guards  are  drawn  out ;  the  wheel  is  prepared  ;  the 
bell  sounds  once — twice ;  a  few  short  moments,  and  the 
world  shall  close  upon  Calas  for  ever.  Suddenly,  a  tumult 
is  heard,  and  a  letter,  addressed  by  the  unhappy  Antoine 
to  the  capitoul,  is  wrested  from  Ambroise,  who  had  re¬ 
ceived  it  from  a  simple  peasant  to  deliver  to  the  judge. — 
In  the  scroll,  he  desires  that  no  one  may  be  accused  of  his 
death  :  that  Ambroise  alone  conducted  him  to  the  preci¬ 
pice  ;  and  that  the  blow  which  extricated  him  was  given 
by  himself. 

The  interposition  of  Providence  restores  the  virtuous 
Calas  to  his  family :  in  this  instance,  the  innocent  is  not 
made  to  suffer  for  the  guilty. 

This  piece  is  an  alteration  from  the  French  of  M.  Victor, 
by  the  dramatic  veteran,  Mr.  Thomas  Dibdin  ;  and  was 
acted  at  the  Surrey  with  great  applause.  It  has  since  been 
revived  at  the  same  theatre  with  equal  success. 

d. — g. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  Work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal  ob¬ 
servations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

R.  means  Right;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre;  R.C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre;  D.  F.  Door  in  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage;  C.D.F.  Centre  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  I).  F. 
Right  Door  in  the  Flat;  L.  D.  F.  Left  Door  in  the  Flat;  R.  D.  Right 
Door;  L.  D.  Left  Door;  S.E.  Second  Entrance;  U.E.  Upper  En¬ 
trance;  C.D.  Centre  Door. 

***  TAe  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


Cast  of  J f) c  Cfyaracteis, 

As  performed  at  the  Surrey  Theatre. 


Original.  1835. 


Jean  Calas  {a  Merchant)  .  .  Mr.  Bengough. 

Antoine  Calas  ( his  Son )  .  .  .  Mr.  Watkins. 

Edward  ( Lover  of  Pauline)  .  .  Mr.  Huntley. 

Ambroise  ( Enemy  of  Calas)  .  Mr.  O.  Smith. 
The  Capitoul  (or  First  Magis- 1  Qrant 

Jacob  (an  old  Domestic  to  Calas )  Mr.  Chatterley. 
Laurence  (Servant  to  Edward)  .  Mr.  Fitzwiiliam. 

Gilbert . Mr.  Brunton. 

Officer  .....  Mr.  Parker. 


Mr.  Rumball. 

Mr.  W.  H.  Bland. 
Mr.  C.  Hill. 

Mr.  B.  Honner. 

Mr.  Dillon. 

Mr.  Mortimer. 
Mr.  W.  Smith. 
Mr.  Asbury. 

Mr.  Brunton. 


Madame  Calas  .  .  .  Miss  Taylor. 


Pauline  (her  Daughter)  .  .  . 

Jeannette  (Daughter  to  Jacob,  i 
and  Maid  to  Pauline)  .  .  .  / 


Mrs.  Horn. 
Miss  Copeland. 


Miss  Watson. 
Miss  Harrington. 

Miss  Martin. 


Soldiers,  Judges,  Lawyers,  Peasants,  Townspeople,  Ladies  of 
Toulouse,  fyc. 

Scene — Toulouse,  in  the  year  1761.  Time — forty-eight  hours. 


Costume. 


JEAN  CALAS. — Gray  cloth  shape,  trimmed  with  black,  and  black 
pantaloons. 

ANTOINE  CALAS. — Light-blue  shape,  and  white  pantaloons. 
EDWARD. — Counsellor’s  gown,  wig,  & c. 

AMBROISE.— Black  velvet  shape,  red  puffS,  and  gold  trimmings. 

THE  CAPITOUL.  Black  suit — dark  blue  gown,  trimmed  with 
black  gymp.  . 

JACOB— Old  man’s  green  shape,  trimmed  with  red. 
LAURENCE.— Fawn-coloured  shape. 

GILBERT. — Plain  blue  shape. 

OFFICER. — Green  shape,  with  red  facings. 

MADAME  CALAS. — Slate-coloured  dress,  trimmed  with  black. 
PAULINE.— White  muslin,  trimmed  with  black. 
JEANNETTE.— Black  velvet  body— red  petticoat. 

LADIES  OF  TOULOUSE. — French  dresses. 


THE  FATE  OF  CALAS. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Garden ,  with  seats,  fyc. — The  Vestibule 
of  Monsieur  Galas''  House,  k.  s.  e. — A  pavilion,  with  a 
door,  l.  s.  e.,  beautifully  shaded  with  trees  and  flower¬ 
ing  shrubs — at  the  back,  a  handsome  iron  gate,  c. — on 
the  outside,  a  low  practicable  town  rampart — the  sub¬ 
urbs,  and  a  beautiful  country,  beyond. — Time,  sunrise. 

Music. — Laurence  discovered  m  the  distance,  traversing 
the  angles  of  the  rampart,  r.,  carrying  a  bundle  on  a 
stick  over  his  shoulder — he  passes  the  walls,  and  appears 
on  the  outside  of  the  garden-gate,  c. 

Lau.  [ Endeavouring  to  open  the  gate.]  Bless  us  !  the 
bolt  won’t  open  ! — I  dare  say  that’s  because  it’s  locked ; 
and  the  gate’s  fastened,  because  nobody  sha’nt  go  in  with¬ 
out  ringing  the  bell.  [ Ringing  and  calling .]  Jacob  !  papa 
Jacob  !  it’s  only  me  :  what  have  you  locked  the  gate  for  ? 

Jacob.  [Within  the  vestibule,  r.]  Coming!  coming! — 
I  haven’t  finished  my  toilet. 

Enter  Jacob  from  the  vestibule,  buttoning  his  waistcoat. 

Jac.  Who  in  the  name  of  wonder  rings  our  bell  ?  Mon¬ 
sieur  Calas  don’t  expect  any  one.  [ Looking  towards  the 
gate.]  Ah  1  why,  it’s  Laurence,  I  do  declare. 

Lau.  Yes,  it’s  me,  papa  Jacob — I’m  here. 

Jac.  Indeed  1 

Lau.  Yes,  indeed  ;  in  propria  persona,  as  our  curate 
says. 

Jac.  Impossible ! 

Loju.  It  may  be  impossible,  but  it’s  very  true,  for  all 
that,  papa  Jacob  ;  so  open  the  gate,  for  I  bring  good 
news. 

Jac.  Good  news  !  [Pulling  out  a  large  key.]  Only  let 
me  unlock  the  gate  ! 
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Lau.  The  sooner  the  better ;  for  I  long  to  shake  hands 
with  you,  and  to  give  my  dear  Jeannette,  your  daughter 
that  is,  and  my  wife  that  will  be,  such  a  kiss  !  [ Jacob  opens 
the  gate,  and  Laurence  comes  forward.']  And  how  are 
you  ?  and  how  is  J eannette  ? 

Jac.  (r.)  Oh,  she’s  much  the  same  as  all  girls  are  who 
expect  every  day  to  be  married :  she  laughs,  sings,  and 
talks,  all  day. 

Lau.  (l.)  Does  she  ? — Dear  me  !  love  has  made  me 
quite  different ;  I’m  as  melancholy  as  an  owl  by  daylight. 

I  hav’n’t  seen  Jeannette  for  three  months,  and  that’s  a 
long  while  for  a  youth  of  my  insensibility,  as  our  curate 
calls  it. 

Jac.  You’re  an  honest  youth,  I  believe  ;  and,  as  your 
absence  was  occasioned  by  your  attention  to  a  sick  relation, 
my  daughter  loves  you  the  better  for  it.  Your  master, 
the  counsellor,  has  spoken  highly  of  you  while  you  were 
away  ;  and  when  he  comes  from  Bourdeaux  to  marry  our 
young  lady,  you  shall,  on  the  same  day,  marry  my  daugh¬ 
ter. 

Lau.  Pretty  soul !  loves  me  better  for  three  months’ 
absence  ! — If  I  had  stayed  six,  how  fond  she’d  have  been  ! 
And  could  I  have  made  it  a  twelvemonth,  there’ d  have 
been  no  end  to  her  delight ! — Well,  well,  as  our  curate 
says,  I  begin  to  see  the  Aurora  of  my  happiness. 

Jac.  But  what  is  the  good  news  you  speak  of  ? 

Lau.  Good  news ! — Oh,  true  :  in  the  first  place,  my 
poor  dear  uncle  is  dead. 

Jac.  Poor  man  !  in  the  flower  of  his  age  ! 

Lau.  [Weeping.]  Yes,  thank  fate  1  he  was  seventy- 
seven  :  a  sad  thing,  when  a  man  has  lived  so  long,  to  die  at 
last  i — Left  me  his  little  all ;  and  the  doctors  said,  if  he 
hadn’t  had  a  congregation  of  disorders,  and  a  fit  of  per¬ 
plexity,  they’d  have  made  a  fine  cure  of  him,  and  saved 
him  all  the  money  he  has  left  behind  him. 

Jac.  Great  pity — great  pity  '. — Any  more  news  ? 

Lau.  Eh  ? — No,  none  ;  except  that  my  master,  the 
counsellor,  will  be  here  directly  :  he  desired  me  to  mention 
it  the  very  first  moment  I  arrived,  and  you  see  I  have 
obeyed  my  orders. 

Jac.  Good  lad ! 

Lau.  Tell  Monsieur  Calas,  said  he,  and  all  his  good  fa¬ 
mily,  I  shall  be  in  their  arms,  and  at  the  feet  of  my  dear 
Ma’amselle  Pauline,  within  half  an  hour  of  your  arrival. 
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Jac.  This  is  good  news,  indeed ! — I  must  let  ’em  all 
know  it.  [Calling.]  Jeannette  !  Jeannette  ! 

Jeannette.  [ Within  the  house,  r.]  Coming,  father! 

Lau.  Dear  me  !  that’s  her  voice,  sure  enough.  How 
my  heart  beats  !  Call  her  again,  if  you  please,  papa 
Jacob. 

Jac.  [Calling.]  Jeannette  !  Jeannette  ! 

Jeannette.  [Within,  r.]  Stay  a  moment,  father — I’m 
not  half  dressed  :  would  you  have  me  come  out  in  this 
figure  ? 

Lau.  Not  half  dressed  ! — Call  her  again,  papa  Jacob — 
tell  her  to  come  directly. 

Enter  Jeannette,  r.,  tying  on  her  bonnet. — Laurence 
conceals  himself  behind  Jacob. 

Jea.  La,  father  !  what’s  the  matter  ? — Is  the  house  on 
fire  ? 

Jac.  Eh  ? — Why,  there  is,  as  a  body  may  say,  a  sort  of 
flame,  that - 

Jea.  Flame  ! — Where  ?  [Looking  about.]  Where,  fa¬ 
ther  ?  [Crossing  to  c. 

Lau.  [Coming  forward.]  Here,  lily  of  my  first  love  ! — 
here,  rose-bud  of  my  recollections,  as  our  curate  says ! — 
The  flame  that  burns  in  the  first  floor  of  my  heart  has  got 
so  much  a-head,  that  the  roof  of  my  attic  affections  will 
tumble  in,  unless  the  little  fireman,  Cupid,  brings  you  as 
the  engine  to  distinguish  my  conflagration. 

Jea.  [Laughing.]  Ah,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! — How  glad  I  am,  to 
be  sure  ! 

Lau.  [Laughing  and  crying.]  Ah,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
•So  am  I ! 

Jac.  Now  what  the  devil  are  you  both  so  glad  of? 

Jea.  Why,  father,  my  dream’s  out — it  was  such  a  good 
one  ? 

Jac.  Indeed ! 

Lau.  Dreaming  of  me  ? 

Jea.  Yes  :  I  thought  the  first  thing  I  should  see  this 
morning  was — a  white  cow. 

Lau.  Me  a  white  cow  ! 

Jea.  Twice — I  dreamed  it  twice  ! 

Jac.  And  it  should  have  been  a  calf!  [To  Laurence.] 
Well,  well ;  pay  the  rest  of  your  compliments  while  I  call 
up  the  family.  How  fortunate  it  happens  that  your  master 
should  arrive  at  the  very  time  they  stand  so  much  in  need 
of  consolation  !  [Exit  into  the  vestibule ,  r. 


12  THE  FATE  OF  CALAS.  [ACT  JT. 

Lau.  (l.)  Consolation ! — Dear  me  !  Jeannette,  what 
does  he  mean,  on  so  happy  a  day  as  this,  to  talk  of  any 
thing  so  cruel  as  consolation  ? 

Jea.  (r.)  Oh,  dear  ! 

Lau.  What  does  he  talk  about  consolation  for  ? — It’s  a 
mournful  word,  as  our  curate  says.  You  shall  have  no 
consolation  when  we’re  married,  not  a  bit !  Has  any 
thing  happened  to  your  good  master  or  his  dear  family  ? 

Jea.  Such  things  ! — Our  good  master — don’t  mention  it 
again — but  our  good  master  has  enemies  ;  ay,  here  in  Tou¬ 
louse,  too. 

Lau.  Well,  so  have  I ;  and  it’s  partly  your  fault :  for 
double-jointed  Peter,  the  blacksmith,  was  hammerous  of 
you,  as  our  curate  sayS,  and  is  so  angry  about  our  intended 
wedding,  that  he  threatened  to  ram  a  red-hot  horse-shoe 
down  my  throat  on  the  day  of  my  marriage. 

Jea.  Only  to  think  of  his  impertinence  1  what  an  af¬ 
front  ! 

Lau.  But  I  sha’n’t  swallow  it,  if  he  was  twice  as  big : 
though  he  can  thump  an  anvil,  I  can  thrash  in  a  barn,  and 
my  flail  shall  match  his  sledge  whenever  he  likes. 

Jea.  Well,  but  Laurence - 

Lau.  I’ll  give  him  consolation,  and  merrily,  too. 

Jea.  Now,  Laurence,  you’re  such  another  man  ! 

Lau.  And  is  he  Monsieur  Calas’  enemy  ? — I  only  wish 
he  was :  he’s  a  red-hot  spark,  but  I’ll  knock  the  wind  out 
of  his  bellows,  blow  me  if  I  don’t ! 

Jea.  No,  no :  our  master’s  enemy  is  the  capitoul,  the 
first  ma — magistrate,  I  think  they  call  him,  of  the  city  ; 
and  there’s  another,  one  Mr.  Ambroise,  not  a  bit  honester 
than  the  judge  ;  and  then  there’s  our  young  master,  Mr. 
Antoine. 

Lau.  WTiat,  is  he  an  enemy  ? 

Jea.  To  no  one  but  himself :  I’m  afraid  he’s  a _ a  little 

mad,  and,  what’s  worse,  that  he’s  in  love. 

Lau.  Ah,  that  accounts  for  his  being  mad.  Why,  be¬ 
fore  I  was  in  love  with  you,  I  was - 

Jea.  Nonsense ! 

Lau.  No,  I  wasn’t ! 

Jea.  ’Tis  that  Ambroise,  I  tell  you,  has  somehow  be¬ 
witched  him  ;  lie  neither  sleeps,  eats,  nor  drinks. 

Lau.  How  thin  he  must  have  grown  ! 

Jea.  He  walks  by  himself,  talks  to  himself,  and  looks 
so  miserable,  that  all  the  family  is  in  desolation  to  find 
out - 
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Lau.  Who  has  bewitched  him? — It  can’t  be  Goody 
Grizzleton,  the  cowkeeper’s  widow,  because - 

Jea.  Because  she’s  dead,  you  goose.  No,  it  must  be 
Ambroise  :  he  comes  like  a  sprite,  and  always  tries  to 
avoid  us  when  he  visits  young  master  ;  never  looks  up,  al¬ 
ways  makes  such  low  bows,  and  smiles  with  such  a  grin, 
that — [  Observing  Ambroise  coming  over  the  rampart  from 
the  back ,  n.] — Ah  !  talk  of - 

Enter  Ambroise  at  the  gate ,  c.,  and  advancing ,  r. 

Lau.  [Not  seeing  him.']  Talk  of  the  devil,  as  our  curate 
says,  and — [Observing  Ambroise.] — Bless  me!  that’s  a 
great  likeness -  [ Crossing  to  r. 

Amb.  (r.)  Of  the  devil,  my  good  friend  ? 

Lau.  (r.  c.)  No,  no,  sir :  of  double -jointed  Peter,  whom 
I  mean  to  wallop. 

Amb.  Jeannette,  why  this  distance  ? 

Jea.  (l.)  [Alarmed.]  It’s  a  very  good  distance,  sir. 

Lau.  [Pulling  Jeannette  towards  him.]  Or,  if  you  don’t 
think  so,  sir,  she  can  come  further  this  way. 

Amb.  I  know  you  are  not  my  friend  ;  but  if  I  should 
prove  the  purity  of  my  intentions,  the  difficulty - 

Jea.  It  would  be  a  great  difficulty,  as  you  say,  sir. 

Amb.  [Retiring  up.]  Indeed  ! 

Lau.  [To  Jeannette.]  Is  that  Mr.  Ambro - 

Jea.  Hush  I — Yes  :  did  you  ever  see  such  a - 

Lau.  No  ;  he’s  like  nothing  but  himself. 

Amb.  [Coming  forward.]  I  wait  the  commands  of  your 
young  master. 

Jea.  I’ll  tell  him,  sir. — Laurence,  I  won’t  leave  you 
alone  with  him. 

Lau,  No,  don’t. — Good  morning,  sir  ! — You  dreamt  of 
a  white  cow,  Jeannette  ;  and  if  you  hadn’t  seen  me 
first - 

Jea.  Come,  come  along  ! 

Lau.  Dreams  go  by  contraries,  as  our  curate  says ;  and 
that  gentleman’s  so  like  a  black  bull,  that  double-jointed 
Peter  himself  couldn’t - 

Jea.  Come  along,  I  tell  you ! 

[Exeunt  into  the  house,  r. 

Amb.  I  am  suspected,  but  I  care  not :  their  suspicions 
come  too  late,  and  vengeance  is  at  hand.  His  sending  for 
me  is  beyond  my  hopes  ;  it  will  enable  me  to  finish  the  plan 
I  have  formed.  His  father  little  thinks  that,  by  his 
boasted  integrity  in  discovering  and  chasing  from  this  city 
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a  party  of  what  he  called  contraband  traders,  he  ruined  all 
my  prospects.  Unable,  publicly,  to  reveal  my  wrongs,  my 
revenge  shall  be  secret,  but  dreadfully  effective.  Antoine 
loves,  and  loves  to  madness  :  his  father  will  never  consent 
to  his  marriage  in  a  family  so  opposite  to  his  principles  of 
every  sort; — but  Antoine  has  gone  too  far:  he  has 
pledged  his  patrimony — he  has  involved  himself  in  their 
power,  and  must  be  exposed,  or  marry  one  whose  charac¬ 
ter,  when  known,  will  expose  him  more.  Yes  ;  the  mar¬ 
riage  shall  be  performed  in  secret  to-night ;  and  to-morrow 
the  shame  of  my  enemy’s  family  shall  be  proclaimed  to  the 
whole  city.  But  he  comes. 

Enter  Antoine  Calas  from,  the  vestibule ,  n. 

Ant.  Ambroise,  my  friend !  I  have  sent  for  you  in  a 
moment  of  despair :  I  have  more  reason  than  ever  to  be 
convinced  my  family  will  never  consent  to  my  union  with 
Hortensia ; — it  will  be  impossible  ever  for  me  to  repay  the 
debts  I  have  contracted,  by  the  seduction  of  play,  with  her 
friends.  I  am  dying  with  love  for  her,  remorse  for  my 
follies,  and  fear  of  discovery ;  and  what — what  will  become 
of  me  ? 

Amb.  Hortensia  is  ready  to  proffer  you  her  hand ;  the 
altar  waits  to  receive  you  ;  political  and  religious  opinions 
at  present  divide  your  families,  but  your  union  will  recon¬ 
cile  all. 

Ant.  I  have  sworn  to  my  father,  and - 

Amb.  And  love  has  shewn  the  folly  of  your  oath. _ 

Marry  :  let  it  be  secret  for  a  while  ;  her  fortune  will  pay 
your  debts,  and  your  family  will  consent  when  there  is  no 
remedy. 

Ant.  You  are  heavily  indebted  to  my  father. 

Amb.  Which  your  acknowledgments  on  paper  here  will 
pay. 

Ant.  And  nothing - 

^  Amb.  But  the  fortune  of  Hortensia  will  exonerate  you. 
To-night  you  must  decide. 

Ant.  I  will !  Gaming— illicit  passion !  what  shall  re¬ 
medy — 

Amb.  All  will  be  forgiven,  if  you  renounce  the  errors  of 

your  faith.  The  altar  which  I  now  go  to  illuminate _ the 

temple  where  you  shall  receive  the  hand  of  your  adored— 
the  forgiveness  your  father  must  perforce  accord— and  the 
rejoicing  of  all  your  friends  to-morrow - 

Ant.  To-morrow  !— Well,  let  it  come  :  I  have  well  con- 
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sidered.  Go  :  I  love  Hortensia  dearly — dearly  as  the  vital 
spark  which  warms  my  bosom.  I  have  made  her  father  a 
proposal :  take  it — should  he  accept  it,  all  may  be  well ; 
should  he  reject  it - 

Arab.  Hortensia  will  be  doomed  to  a  convent,  and 
your  disgrace  as  a  broken  gamester  inevitable.  Her  cha¬ 
racter  is  already  lost :  redeem  what  you  have  to  answer 
for,  and - 

Ant.  And  who  was  my  seducer? — But  no  more  ;  carry 
my  letter — bring  back  the  answer  of  Hortensia’ s  father, 
and - 

Amb.  And  if  not  favourable - 

Ant.  I  know  my  path :  I  am  the  first  branch  of  the  fa¬ 
mily  of  Calas  who  has  stained  it  with  dishonour ;  but  I 
will  not  be  the  first  who  fears  to  repay  the  offence  with  his 
life — ay,  Ambroise,  with  his  life  !  [ Crossing  to  l. 

Amb.  Antoine  !  my  friend  ! 

Ant.  Begone  ! — You  have  the  letter  :  an  answer  quick 

-quick  ! 

Amb.  You  are  in  the  power  of  the  father  of  Hor¬ 
tensia. 

Ant.  My  heart  is  in  the  power  of  his  daughter,  but  no 
man’s  honour  is  in  the  power  of  even  Hortensia’s  father. — 
Go  !  go  !  go  !  {Exit  Ambroise  at  the  gate,  c.j  I  am  lost ! 
What  noise  ?  Let  me  endeavour  to  avoid  my  family — the 
kind  regards  of  my  father,  and  the  tears — the  tears  of  a 
mother  !  Oh,  God  !  I  am  in  folly — I  am  in  love  ! — The 
eyes  of  her  I  love  are  firebrands  ;  but  the  tears  of  a  mo¬ 
ther,  and  such  a  mother ! — The  greatest  calamity  a  son 
can  suffer  is  to  dread  the  tears  of  her  who  first  clasped  him 
to  a  parent’s  bosom.  They  come !  I  can  neither  sup¬ 
port  their  kindness  nor  their  anger  1 

{Exit  into  the  pavilion,  l. 

Enter  from  the  house,  r.,  Madame  Calas,  Jean  Calas, 
Pauline,  Jacob,  Jeannette,  and  Laurence. 

Mad.  C.  (r.  c.)  See,  see,  my  dear  husband  !  our  son 
flies  at  our  approach  ! 

Pau.  (r.)  And  why,  mamma  ? 

Mad.  C.  Alas  !  your  father  and  I  are  equally  ignorant. 

Jea.  (l.)  {To  Calas. ]  I  see  the  reason  :  master — sir — 
Monsieur  Calas  !  look  !  there  lurks  that  Mr.  Ambroise — 
that  wicked  man,  that  turns  our  young  master’s  head  ! 

Cal.  (l.  c.)  Jeannette,  I  forbid  you  so  to  speak  of  one 
we  scarcely  know,  but  who  is  honoured  by  the  friendship 
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of  my  son.  [To  Madame  Calas.']  Let  us  not  estrange  a 
heart  by  reproaches,  which  is  already  too  much  disposed 
to  forget  us. 

Pau.  Do  not  believe  it,  dear  father  :  my  brother  has 
never — never  ceased  to  love  you. 

Jac.  (r.  c.)  Shall  I  command  him  to  attend  you,  sir  ? 

Cal.  Oh,  no — no  commands ;  they  would  make  him 
think  he  was  summoned  before  a  judge  :  his  own  heart 
will  direct  him  when  to  seek  his  father. — The  arrival  of  my 
friend  Edward  gives  me  a  hope  that  his  influence  may  prove 
a  remedy. 

Pau.  That  it  will,  I’m  certain  :  Edward  is  so  good — so 
manly — so  full  of  dignity,  that,  notwithstanding  he’s  a 
counsellor,  he  does  every  thing  I  bid  him,  and,  I’m  sure, 
will  be  the  friend  of  my  dear,  dear  brother. 

Mad.  C.  Dear,  good  Pauline ! — There  is  yet  hope,  my 
husband  ! 

Jac.  Yes,  madame  ;  and  there  will  be  a  fete,  too,  I  hope, 
to  welcome  Mr.  Edward. 

Pau.  Yes,  and  a  ball,  mamma,  if  you’ll  permit  it. 

Mad.  C.  Certainly  :  I  give  up  my  authority  to  you  for 
the  day. 

Pau.  Thank  ye,  my  dear  mamma !  Now,  Jacob  !  Jean¬ 
nette  !  Laurence ! 

Jac.  8fc.  Here  we  are,  miss,  ready  to  receive  your  or¬ 
ders. 

Cal.  [Retiring,  c.]  I’ll  go,  and  welcome  Edward. 

[A  Servant  from  the  house,  r.,  brings  Calas  his  hat 
and  cane,  and  he  exits  at  the  gate,  c. 

Jac.  Jeannette,  fetch  my  hat  and  cane,  and  I’ll  attend 
our  master  ;  and — d’ye  hear  ? — make  up  the  bed  in  the 
pavilion  for  Laurence. 

[Jeannette  enters  the  house,  r.,  and  returns  with  the 
cane  and  hat. — Jacob  exits  at  the  garden-gate,  c. 

Lau.  Do ;  and  then  I  shall  hear  the  birds  sing  in  the 
morning,  without  waking  any  body. 

Pau.  And  don’t  forget  to  send  in  all  the  neighbours. 

Lau.  No,  miss  ;  except  Peter,  the  farrier,  and — [Aside.] 
Come  along,  Jeannette  !  [Exeunt  through  the  gate,  c. 

Mad.  C.  Pauline,  I  depend  on  you  for  all :  prepare  to 
receive  a  worthy  man  ;  his  mature  age,  talents,  and  inte¬ 
grity,  will  insure  your  happiness.  Go :  I  would  speak 
with  your  brother. 

Pau.  Yes,  mamma  :  Edward  is  all  you  say ;  and  if  he 
is  not,  I  wish  I  may  never  be  married  ; — and,  in  that  case, 
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dear  me !  what  a  disappointment  it  would  be  to  both  of 


118  •  [ Exit  at  the  gate ,  c. 

Mad.  C.  Dear  girl !  she  is  happy,  and  deserves  to  be  so. 
Ah  !  were  her  brother  but  as  kind  ! — He  loves  and  fears 


his  father  ;  but  his  mother — fear  cannot  mingle  with  his 
love  for  her  I  He  comes  ! 


Enter  Antoine  Calas  from  the  pavilion ,  l. 

Ant.  (l.)  My  mother ! — Conscious  I  am  that  I  have 
given  offence,  but  do  not  reproach  me :  you  can  say  no¬ 
thing  more  severe  than  what  my  heart  has  already  charged 
me  with. 

Mad.  C.  (r.)  Cruel  youth  !  our  tears  are  the  only  re¬ 
proaches  we  shall  give  you  ! — Our  hearts  are  broken :  you 
were  our  only  hope,  which  is  now  extinguished ! 

Ant.  As  my  hopes  are ! — Yet  I  am  a  monster  to  cause 
those  tears,  which  return  upon  my  heart  like  a  devouring 
flame  !  I  would  give  my  life — yes,  every  drop  of  my 
blood,  to  turn  a  single  pang  from  my  father,  or  from  the 
kindest — best  of  mothers  ! 

Mad.  C.  Indeed  ! — My  son — my  dearest  son  ! 

Ant.  Beloved  !  dearest ! — Yet  my  conduct - 

Mad.  C.  Has  never  estranged  from  you  the  regard  of 
your  parents.  Oh  !  give  them  your  confidence  :  tell  them, 
ere,  too  late - 

Ant.  Too  late!  —  Oh,  my  mother!  patience:  to-day- 
will  finish  and  develop  all. 

Mad.  C,  To-day  ! 

Ant.  To-day  my  trouble  and  your  uncertainty  will  finish 
— and  for  ever  ! 

Mad.  C.  For  ever  ! — Dear,  dear  son  ! 

Enter  Pauline  through  the  gate ,  c. 

Pau.  (r.)  Mamma,  mamma !  Edward  has  arrived  ! — 
My  dear  brother,  I’m  sure  you’re  quite  as  glad  as  I  am. 
and  need  not  be  half  so  much  afraid  to  own  it. 

Ant.  (l.)  I  am  rejoiced,  indeed,  dear  sister ! 

Pau.  And  you’ll  stay  and  see  the  fete,  for  my  sake  ? 

Ant.  For  thine,  and  for  the  sake  of  my  dear — dear  mo¬ 
ther  ! 

Mad.  C.  (c.)  For  me  ! — Then  we  shall  yet  be  happy  ! 

[Exit  with  Pauline  into  the  house,  r. 
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Enter  Ambroise  from  the  garden-gate,  c.  f. 

Amb.  (l.)  Antoine,  I  bring  you  such  an  answer  as  I 
feared. 

Ant.  (c.)  There  is  no  hope,  then  ? 

Amb.  None. — To-moi*row  Hortensia  bids  adieu  to  the 
world  :  a  cloister  will  shut  up  that  unfortunate,  and  bury 
her  youth,  beauty,  and  the  remembrance  she  must  bitterly 
feel  of  having  loved  Antoine. 

Ant.  Hortensia,  say  ye  ? 

Amb.  Would  you  become  her  executioner,  at  the  vernal 
age  of  seventeen,  embellished  with  all  the  virtues,  all  the 
graces — burning  with  the  chastest  passion  for  yourself  ? — 
Would  you  consign  her,  living,  to  the  tomb  ? — Had  you 
heard  her  bless  you  at  my  departure — she,  the  victim ! 
who  sacrifices  her  happiness  for  your  sake — a  word  from 
you  will  restore  her  to  life — to  your  arms  ! 

Ant.  And  me  to — oh  ! — to  renounce  my  parents — my 
religion — all,  all ! 

Amb.  But  your  honour.  The  altar  waits  your  vows  ; 
her  life  depends  on  it ; — her  father  will  become  the  friend 
of  your’s ;  your  debts  of  honour  will  be  extinguished  ; 
and - 

Ant.  Go,  go !  haste  ! — The  sacrifice  is  ready,  and  this 
night  shall  consummate  all ! — I  go  to  write  once  more. — 
Send  me  a  messenger. 

Amb.  And  when  we  meet  again,  ’twill  be  for  happiness. 

Ant.  Heaven  send  it! — Haste!  [ Crossing  to  l.]  Send 
me  a  messenger  !  [ Exit  Ambroise  through  the  gate ,  c.] 

Now  an  instant  of  reflection  :  my  patrimony  I  have  lost  at 
play ;  my  love  is  given  to  the  daughter  of  a  house  which 
has  ever  been  my  father’s  greatest  enemy  ;  Hortensia  loves 

me,  but  there  are  horrid  doubts  :  her  character,  and - 

But  still  I — I  love  her !  The  confidence  of  my  family  is 
gone  :  reared  with  the  greatest  care,  I’ve  no  excuse  ;  I  see 
my  crime,  and  have  no  remedy  :  even  Ambroise  I  suspect ; 
he  would  seduce,  and  then  expose  me.  Come,  then,  foul 
demon  !  tempter  ! — How  my  brain  revolves  ! — Ha !  my  fa¬ 
ther  comes  !  [ Retiring  up ,  l. 

Enter  Jean  Calas,  Edward,  Jeannette,  and  Lau¬ 
rence,  at  the  garden-gate ,  e. — Madame  Calas  and 

Pauline  meeting  them  from  the  house ,  r. 

Cal.  Dear  Edward,  take  my  daughter  !  [ Crossing  to  r. 
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Mad.  C.  (r.)  Yes ;  the  heart  of  Pauline  and  her  parents 
are  in  unison. 

Edw.  (l,  c.)  May  I  believe,  dearest  Pauline  ? 

Pan.  (r.  c.)  I  always  am  of  the  same  opinion  with  ma 
and  pa. 

Lau.  (l.)  [ Aside  to  Jeannette .]  What  an  obedient 

hussy  it  is ! 

Jea.  (l.)  Well,  and  so  are  all  girls,  when  they’re  hid  ! 

[Retires  up  with  Laurence,  l. 

Cal.  [  Who  has  been  observing  Antoine .]  My  son,  will 
you  not  welcome  Edward  ? 

Ant .  [ Cowing  forward ,  c.]  Welcome  him  ! — Yes,  dear 
father  !  [ Embraces  Edward. 

Mad.  C.  [ Aside  to  her  husband .]  His  heart  is  not 
changed  1 

Ant.  [  With  mournful  congratulation.']  Edward,  you 
are  going  to  be  united  to  my  sister  ;  my  parents  love  you  ; 
he  you  to  them  a  kind,  an  affectionate  son  ;  the  happiness 
of  Pauline  and  of  my  family  is  my  first  desire  ! 

[ Retiring  up,  l.,  overcome  by  his  feelings. 

Enter  Jacob  at  the  garden-gate ,  c. — He  advances,  l. 

Jac.  They  all  coming  to  welcome  Mr.  Edward,  and  pre¬ 
pare  for  the  fete. 

Pau.  Yes,  mamma,  they’ll  all  coming  ! 

Mad.  C.  [Observing  Antoine.]  My  son  ! 

Ant.  [Coming  down  r.  of  Galas.]  Allow  me  to  retire, 
father :  [Kneeling.]  at  your  feet - 

Cal.  [Raising  him.]  In  my  arms  ! 

Ant.  And  can  you  forgive  ? 

Cal.  Forgive  ! — Who  ?  what  ? 

Pau.  Oh  !  why  did  I  attempt  to  have  a  fete,  when — * — 

Jac.  The  company’s  coming. 

Lau.  Yes,  they’re  all  come  ! 

Ant.  Edward,  comfort — console  my  parents! — You 
have  acted  rightly  :  may  your  lot  be  happy  ! 

[Exit,  hurriedly,  into  the  house,  r. 

Mad.  C.  [Looking  after  him.]  My  son  ! 

Jac.  Fear  not,  madam  :  I’ll  not  lose  sight  of  him. 

[Exit  into  the  house,  r. 

Enter  Guests,  fyc.,  through  the  gate ,  c. 

A  DANCE. 

Re-enter  Jacob  from  the  house,  r. 

Mad.  C.  [To  Jacob.]  How  have  you  left  my  son  ? 
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[act  J. 


Jac.  Composed,  madam  —  quite  composed:  he  has 
written  a  short  letter,  and  insisted  on  giving  it  himself  to  a 
porter. 

Cal.  Our  friends  are  departing. 

[Exeunt  the  Company  at  the  gate ,  c.,  conducted  by 
the  family ,  the  servants  lighting  them  out  with 
flambeaux. 


Re-enter  Antoine  Calas  from  the  house ,  r. 

Ant.  The  noise  of  festivity  has  ceased ;  darkness  has 
succeeded  the  brilliancy  of  mirth  :  there  wants  no  light  to 
avoid  the  path  of  dishonour.  Yes,  [ Pointing  to  the  pavi¬ 
lion.^  that  shall  be  the  place  ! — I  shall  have  no  witnesses  ; 
and  I  have  written  and  sent  a  confession  to  the  magistrate, 
which  will  act,  I  hope,  as  a  warning  to  others.  Mother  ! 
father!  friends!  adieu !— My  faults  will  be - No  mat¬ 

ter  !— Ambroise  will  be  disappointed  ;  my  deceivers  will  be 
deceived;  and  those  who  loved  me— farewell !  farewell, 
for  ever  !  [Exit,  greatly  agitated ,  into  the  pavilion,  l.  s.  e. 


Re-enter  Jacob  and  Laurence  from  the  garden-gate,  c. 
and  Jeannette  from  the  vestibule,  &.  s.  e. 

Jac.  The  company’s  gone — ’tis  now  getting  late. 

Jea.  (r.)  Mr.  Edward’s  apartment  is  quite  ready. 

Jac.  (c.)  Now,  Jeannette,  you  must  make  up  a  bed  for 
our  friend  here. 

(u.)  No,  thank  ye;  I’m  so  happy,  I’m  sure  I 
sha’n’t  be  able  to  sleep  at  all. 

Jea.  [Crossing  to  c.]  Nonsense! 

Lau.  Nonsense  ! — What  for,  I  wonder  ? 

Jea.  Because  I  won’t  marry  any  man  who  doesn’t  so  to 
sleep  every  night.  So,  shut  the  gates,  father ;  and  I’ll  EO 
look  to  the  bed.  rn’  .  “ 

Lau.  And  I’ll  go  with  you.  [.Crossing  to  u. 

Jea.  Lord  !  you’ll  be  of  no  use  !— Go,  help  my  father  to 
lock  the  great  gate.  [Exit  into  the  pavilion,  l.  s  e 

[Laurence  goes  up  with  Jacob  to  lock  the  gate,  c 
Jeannette.  [Screaming  in  the  pavilion .1  Oh  ' 

pa^Jacobf1  What’S  the  "-Don't  be  frightened, 

it  ^-th^s^s you  -  — *»> 

JaTXlal “r®"'1  Oh,  father  1  father! 
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Re-enter  Je  Annette  from  the  pavilion,  l.  s.  e. 

Jea.  A  man  murdered  !  assassinated  ! 

Lau.  Oh,  mercy  !  oh,  lud  !  oh,  lud  ! 

[Exit  Jeannette,  hastily,  into  the  vestibule,  it.  s.  e., 
to  give  the  alarm. — Jacob  and  Laurence  go  into  the 
pavilion,  l.  s.  e. 

Enter  Ambroise,  who  has  been  watching,  at  the  garden- 

gate,  c. 

Amb.  A  man  assassinated  in  the  house  of  my  enemy  ! 
This  may  produce  more  food  for  my  revenge.  I  must  ob¬ 
serve.  [ Retires  up,  r. 

Re-enter  Jean  Calas,  Madame  Calas,  Edward, 
Jeannette,  and  Attendants,  from  the  house,  r.  s.  e. — 
Jacob  and  Laurence,  meeting  them ,  from  the  pavi¬ 
lion,  L.  S.  E. 

Jac.  ’Tis  our  young  master ! — He  is  murdered  ! 

Cal.  A  murder  in  my  house  ! 

[ Rushing  into  the  pavilion,  l.  s.  e. 
Jac.  [ To  Madame  Calas .]  Do  not  you  go,  madame,  for 
the  love  of  heaven  ! 

Mad.  C.  Why,  in  heaven’s  name  ? 

Enter  Pauline  from  the  house,  r.  s.  e. 

Pau.  Mother !  mother !  my  brother  is  not  in  his 
room  ! 

Mad.  C.  I  feared — I  feared  it  all ! — Let  me  go  ! 

Re-enter  Jean  Calas,  in  great  agony ,  from  the  pavilion 
— he  interrupts  Madame  Calas  as  she  is  going  to  the  spot. 

Mad.  C.  My  son — my  son,  then,  is  no  more ! 

[ Falling  insensibly  into  the  arms  of  Jacob. 
Pau.  Oh  !  my  brother  ! 

[She  is  caught  by  Edward — Jeannette  is  supported 
by  Laurence — Ambroise  appears  at  the  garden- 
gate,  c.,  observing  all  that  passes — Jacob  watches 
him. — a  picture  is  formed,  and  the  curtain  falls. 


END  OF  ACT  I. 
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[ACT  II. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. —  The  Interior  of  the  Vestibule — folding- 
doors,  c.  v.f  looking  towards  the  garden — a  lamp  hang¬ 
ing  from  the  ceiling — doors  on  each  side — the  Pavilion , 
l.,  seen  in  a  reversed  position,  as  from  the  house — the 
toivn-clock  is  heard  to  strike  two. 

Madame  Calas  discovered  seated  at  a  table  at  the  back, 
c.,  and  attended  by  Pauline  and  Jeannette. — Jean 
Calas  in  front  of  them. 

Cal.  {Coming  forward,  c.,  listening ,  and  looking  around .] 
I  tremble  at  the  slightest  noise  that  disturbs  the  silence, 
and  augments  the  horror  of  the  night.  If  from  yon  ram¬ 
parts,  or  any  of  the  neighbouring  houses,  they  should 
have  seen  us  remove  the  body  of  my  unfortunate  son,  all 
will  be  lost !  {The  women  rise,  and  come  forivard.']  Si- 
lence,  dear  wife !  and  thou,  my  daughter,  suppress  your 
grief;  tremble  to  awake  suspicion.  Alas!  you  know  not 
the  severe  law  which  in  this  country  sentences  to  the  last 
disgrace  the  corpse  of  each  unfortunate,  who  has  been 
guilty  of  self-destruction:  his  bleeding  remains  must  be 
given  to  the  public  executioner,  ignominiously  dragged 
forth  by  an  infuriated  mob,  and  disgracefully  cast  out 
without  the  rites  of  sepulture  ! 

Mad.  C.  (l.  c.)  Oh,  my  son  ! 

Cal.  Let  us,  at  least,  save  his  remains  from  such  hor¬ 
ror  ;  let  us  hide  his  error ;  and  let  our  affection  for  his 
memory  arm  us  with  strength  to  conceal  our  despair. 

Mad.C.  {In  an  agony  of  grief .]  Yes,  yes,  my  husband  : 
we  will  be  silent — we  will  cease  to  weep  ! 

Pan.  (l  )  Unfortunate  brother !— Oh  !  what  misfor¬ 
tune  !  what  misery ! 

Jea.  My  father  comes. 

Enter  Jacob,  c.  d.  f. 

Jac.  [Placing  a  lantern  on  the  floor.-]  Hush  !  the  clock 

has  struck  two :  m  the  silence  of  the  night,  the  smallest 
noise  will  be  overheard.  8  anest 

Cal.  Did  Edward  depart  without  being  perceived  ? 

Jac.  He  did :  I  concealed  my  light  while  he  and  Lan 

rence  wen  out  together;  and  I  am  certain  tha?  !  one 
passed  at  that  moment. 
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Jea.  [To  Jacob.']  Why  did  Laurence  go  ? 

Jac.  To  accompany  his  master,  to  be  sure,  in  such  a 
night. 

Pau.  In  such  a  night,  could  Edward  quit  us  ? 

Mad .  C.  In  a  moment  so  cruel  ? 

Cal.  Do  not  accuse  him  :  he  is  gone  secretly  to  find  the 
pastor  of  our  church,  and  concert  with  him  on  the  means 
of  performing  the  last  duties  to  our  lost  son. 

Jac.  I  gave  Mr.  Edward  a  key  to  let  himself  in  on  his 
return.  Had  not  madame  better  retire  to  rest  ? 

Mad.  C.  Is  not  the  corpse  of  my  son  within  that 
chamber  ? 

Cal.  For  that  reason,  pray  retire ;  leave  us  to  watch. 
Pauline,  persuade  your  mother. 

Pau.  Pray,  dearest — dearest  mother  ! 

[Exeunt  Galas  and  Pauline,  r.  d.,  supporting  Ma¬ 
dame  Calas  between  them. 

Jac.  [Going  up.]  I  had  forgot:  stay  here,  Jeannette, 
while  I - 

Jea.  [Terrified.]  Father,  would  you  leave  me  here,  and 
alone  ? 

Jab.  Why  not  ? — I  must  watch  what  passes  without. 

Jea.  No,  father  ;  stay  here,  or  take  me  with  you  :  I  am 

so  frightened  to  be  so  near  the  murdered  body  of - 

Hush  !  what  was  that  ? 

Laurence.  [Without.]  A-hem  ! 

Jac.  Hem ! 

Jea.  Some  one  calls. 

Enter  Laurence,  c.  d.  f. 

Lau.  Papa  Jacob,  are  you  there  ? 

Jea.  Ah  !  ’tis  Laurence  ! 

Jac.  This  way. — Where’s  your  master  ?  and  what  news 
have  you  ? — Whisper. 

Lau.  No  good,  papa  Jacob.  —  Oh!  if  you  did  but 
know - 

Jea.  8f  Jac.  What !  what ! 

Lau.  Why,  as  our  curate  sa^s — — 

Jac.  Confound  your  curate  ! — Speak  out. 

Jea.  Ay,  do,  dear  Laurence — speak  out. 

Jmu.  Speak  out ! — Why,  just  now  you  bid  me  whis¬ 
per  i — Well,  it’s  all  over  the  city  already ;  and,  worse  than 
that - 

Jac.  Worse ! 


24 


THE  FATE  OF  CALAS.  [ACT  II. 


Lau.  Yes  :  they  say  it  was  an  assassin  killed  the  young 
man. 

Jac.  &f  Jea.  An  assassin  ? — Who  ? 

[A  distant  murmur  heard  without. 
Jea.  ^  Lau.  O  lud  ha’  mercy  !  what  noise  was  that  ? 
Lau.  Let  us  call  Monsieur  Calas. 

Jac.  No  ;  why  alarm  him  now  ? 

Jea.  I  hear  voices  in  the  street. — Ah !  some  one  en¬ 
ters  ! 

Lau.  I  left  my  master  on  the  watch  ;  perhaps - 

Jac.  Yes  ;  ’tis  Mr.  Edward  ! 


Enter  Edward,  much  agitated,  c.  d.  f. 


Edw.  Jacob  !  Jeannette  !  where  is  Monsieur  Calas  ? 

Jea.  Ah,  sir  !  how  alarmed  you  seem  !  [ Crosses  to  l.  c. 

Edw.  I  ask  you  where  is  your  master  ? 

Jac.  With  his  wife  and  daughter,  sir. 

Edw.  He  has  yet  to  learn,  then - And,  ah  !  how  shall 

I  inform  him  ? 

Jac.  Is  it  possible  that  what  Laurence  says  is  true  ? — 
Do  they  think  our  young  master  fell  by  other  hands  than 
his  own  ? 

Edw.  Oh,  yes,  and  worse  —  worst  of  all ;  they  sus¬ 
pect — 


Jac.  Jea.  &f  Lau.  Who  ?  who  ? 

Edw.  [ After  a  pause.']  Listen.  [Aside.]  No,  no !  I 

cannot  yet  bring  my  tongue  to - Listen,  my  friends  :  you 

— you  love  your  good  master,  and  would  do  much  to  save 
his  life,  if  it  were  menaced  ? 

Jac.  Much ! 

Jea.  Every  thing  ! 

Jac.  We  would  lose  our  own. 

Edw.  You  haven’t  an  instant  to  spare,  then.  You, 
Jeannette,  inform  your  young  lady,  without  letting  others 
observe  you,  that  I  would  speak  to  her  alone. 

Jea.  li  es,  sir.  [Eocit,  r.  d. 

Edw.  You,  Jacob,  watch  the  gate  next  the  street;  if 
people  assemble,  give  intelligence. 

Jac.  On  the  instant.  [Exit,  c.  d.  f. 

Edw.  You,  Laurence,  pass  quietly  to  the  town-hall  ; 
observe  what  goes  forward,  and  return  to  inform  me. 

Lau.  Mightn’t  I  take  Jeannette  with  me,  for  fear  she 
should  be  seen  ? 

Edzv.  Fly,  blockhead  !  [Exit  Laurence,  c.  d.  f  ] 

Dreadful  prejudice !-— Unfortunate  Calas  !  sixty  years  of 
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life  without  reproach  have  been  spent  in  vain !  —  Sur¬ 
rounded  by  enemies,  a  single  word  has  proved  sufficient  to 
prosecute  thee ! 

Re-enter  Jeannette  and  Pauline,  r.  d. 

Ah  1  dear  Pauline  ! 

Pau.  (c.)  Edward,  why  did  you  not  come  to  the  apart¬ 
ment  of  my  parents,  and  assist  my  feeble  efforts  to  sustain 
their  courage  ? 

Edw.  (l.)  Their  courage  ! — Alas,  Pauline  !  you  are  yet 
far  from  knowing  the  added  misery — the  greatness  of  the 
peril  which  yet  awaits  them — which  yet  hangs  over  the 
head  of  your  worthy  father  ! 

Pau.  My  father  !  —  Say,  what  added  misery  ? — what 
peril  ? 

Edw.  If  the  savage  acclamations  of  a  misguided  multi¬ 
tude  were  not  about  to  inform  you,  you  would  not — could 
not  credit  your  Edward’s  dreadful  story ;  nay,  I  even  yet 
doubt  whether  or  not  my  senses  have  deceived  me.  The 
hatred  and  revenge  of  fiends,  whom  your  father’s  upright 
conduct  has  offended,  are  at  the  most  unnatural  height ; 
for,  sure,  it  is  unnatural — horrible,  when,  to  secure  a  vic¬ 
tim,  they  do  not  hesitate  to  accuse  a  father  of  the  murder 
of  his  son  ! 

Pau.  What  say’st  thou  ? — Gracious  Heaven  ! 

Jea.  [ Covering  her  face  with  her  hands.  ]  My  master  a 
murderer  !  and  of  his  son  ! 

[Retires  by  degrees ,  and  exit ,  weeping ,  l. 

Edw.  Dearest  Pauline,  you  tremble,  and  well  you  may  ! 
Yes,  it  is  said — nay,  more,  it  is  believed — that  your  brother 
was  about  to  relinquish  the  faith  of  his  ancestors  to  obtain 
the  hand  of  her  he  loved,  and  that  he  was  immolated  by 
his  father  to  prevent  the  sacrifice  ! 

Pau.  God  ! 

Edw.  Yes ;  it  is  to  Him  only  you  can  appeal  against  a 
calumny  so  monstrous. 

Pau.  A  father  immolate  his  son  1 — The  crime  is  impos¬ 
sible  ! — But  he  will  justify  himself. 

Edw.  He  is  lost,  unless  we  can  snatch  him  from  the 
base  ruffians  of  this  city,  from  his  accusers,  and  even  from 
his  judges.  Dear  Pauline,  I  depend  on  you,  and  on  your 
courage — on  the  empire  which  your  filial  love  gives  you 
over  the  heart  of  your  father,  to  preserve  him  from  the 
dreadful  effects  of  this  fatal  evil ! 

c 
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Pau.  Oh,  do  but  speak ! — Wliat  shall  I  do  ?  what  will 
1  not  try  to  accomplish  ? 

Edw.  You  must  persuade  your  father  to  quit  his  home, 
to  fly  far  from  Toulouse. 

Pau.  Now?  in  the  middle  of  the  nigh  ? 

Edw.  This  very  moment ;  but,  in  uniting  our  efforts 
for  this  necessary  purpose,  let  us  spare  him  the  know¬ 
ledge  of  this  terrible  accusation — the  thought  would  be  his 
death ! 

Pau.  And  my  mother,  too  ! — Oh,  Edward  !  how  my 
heart  bleeds  for  her  ! — Father  !  brother  ! — Edward,  do  not 
— do  not  you  forsake  us  ! 

Edw.  We  lose  time — come !  [Noise  heard  without.'] 
What  now  ? 


Re-enter  Jacob,  alarmed,  c.  d.  f. 

Jac.  Ah,  my  dear  Mr.  Edward !  we  are  lost — all’s  over  ! 
The  street  is  full  of  people  ;  they  watch  our  house  ;  they 
whisper ;  they  are  agitated  and  confused ;  voices  speak  of 
our  master,  of  murder,  and  revenge  ;  nor  do  I  think  they 
will  long  refrain  from  forcing  their  way  in ! 

Edw.  They  dare  not,  unless  sanctioned  by  the  magis¬ 
trates-  Let  us  profit  by  this  delay  to - 

[A  tremendous  crash,  l.,  as  if  windows  were  driven 
in,  accompanied  by  a  hurried  shout  of  “  Galas  ! 
Calas  !” 

Re-enter  Jean  Calas  and  Madame  Calas,  hastily,  r.  d. 

Cal.  [Crossiny  to  l.  c.]  Good  Heavens  !  what  tumult’s 
this  ? 

Mad.  C.  [Running  to  Pauline.]  Oh,  my  daughter  ! 

Edw.  [Stopping  Calas,  who  is  advancing  towards  the 
folding  doors,  c.]  Hold!  stay!  do  not  show  yourself ! 

Cal.  8f  Mad.  C.  [With  astonishment.]  Edward! 

Cal.  Not  show  myself  ! — What  mean  you  ? 

Edw.  &f  Pau.  Silence  !  caution  ! 

Jac.  Be  ruled,  sir,  or  we  are  lost ! 

Mad.  C.  Fear  not :  he  will  never  resign  to  their  rage  the 
corpse  of  his  hapless  son. 

Cal.  Resign  it ! — Never,  but  with  my  life ! 

[More  noise  heard  without,  l. 

Re-enter  Jeannette,  l. 

Jea.  They  break  down  all  before  them,  and  are  forcing 
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their  way.  [A  drum  heard  without ,  l.J  There  are  sol¬ 
diers,  too,  who  bid  them  retire. 

Cat.  Our  misfortune  is  at  its  height,  then  :  they  come, 
armed  witn  the  law,  to  take  useless  vengeance  on  a  hapless 
suicide  !  [To  Edward. ]  Did  you  see  the  pastor  ? 

Edw.  No,  my  friend ;  and  your  misfortune  surpasses 
your  imagination.  I  know  not  what  demon  discovered  and 
reported  the  death  of  your  son ;  but  hatred,  ignorance, 
and  fury,  have  armed  even  the  magistrates  of  the  town 
against  you. 

Cal.  I  feared  it ;  yes,  their  barbarity  would  expose  on  a 
scaffold  the  corpse  of  my  unhappy  son,  merely  for  the  sake 
of  overwhelming  a  poor  old  man,  his  wife,  and  daughter, 
with  ignominy  and  disgrace,  in  addition  to  the  cruel  weight 
of  affliction  which  already  bows  him  down  ! 

Edw.  Alas  !  you  do  not  know  all  yet. 

Cal.  Not  all ! 

Edw.  No :  you  stand  on  a  horrid  precipice,  and  flight 
is  your  only  resource.  At  Bourdeaux,  my  family  will  open 
an  asylum  for  you  ;  I  will  conduct  you  to  their  arms,  and 
never  quit  you.  I  am  now  your  son,  the  betrothed  hus¬ 
band  of  Pauline,  and  our  fate  is  inseparable.  Come,  then, 
my  friend — my  father;  favoured  by  the  night,  we  may 
pass  disguised  through  the  throng,  or  by  way  of  yonder 
ramparts. 

Cal.  What !  shall  I  steal  from  my  home,  like  a  criminal  ? 
Never ! 

Mad.  C.  Who  will  watch  over  the  remains  of  my  boy  ? 
Who  will  supplicate  the  magistrates  to  have  pity  on  him, 
if  his  father  forsakes  him  ? 

Jac.  Sf  .Tea.  We  will,  madame — we  will ! 

Pau.  [Crossing  to  c.]  My  father,  if  ever  you  loved  your 
daughter,  if  ever  you  loved  my  mother,  or  your  dear  los 
son,  be  guided  by  my  Edward  ! 

[They  all  kneel  to  him  except  Madame  Calas. 

Cal.  (c.)  What  mystery  is  this  ? 

Edw.  (l.  c.)  Remain  here  but  an  instant,  and  you  are 
lost  for  ever  ! 

Pau.  (r.  c.)  [  Wildly. Your  life — your  life  is  at  stake  ! 

Mad.  C.  (r.)  My  husband’s  life  !  —  Oh,  let  him  go, 
then  ! — I,  too,  will  kneel. 

Cal.  Explain,  or  on  this  spot - 

Re-enter  Laurence,  c.  d.  f.,  running. 

Lau.  [Crossing  to  r.]  Monsieur  Calas !  Monsieur 

c  2 
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Calas ! — Oh,  there  you  are  ;  and  I  have  lost  so  much 
breath,  that - 

Edw.  Are  they  at  hand  ? 

Late.  They’re  come  to  arrest  poor  dear  Mr.  Calas — 
they’re  close  at  my  heels — -judges,  clerks,  soldiers  ! 

Cal.  He  is  insane — his  fears  have  driven  him  mad ! 

Edw.  Believe  him  ! 

Jea.  He  speaks  the  truth. 

Jac.  My  master  !  my  poor  master  ! 

Edw.  ’Twill  be  too  late  ! 

Mad.  C.  What’s  to  be  done  ? 

Cal.  \Calmly,  after  having  stood  horror-struck. ]  What’s 
to  be  done  ? — Submit  us  to  the  will  of  Heaven,  and  pray 
that  it  will  deign  to  soften  the  hearts  of  my  enemies,  in  fa¬ 
vour  of  my  son’s  remains  ! 

[A  violent  knocking  without ,  l. 

A  Voice.  [ Without ,  l.J  In  the  name  of  the  capitoul, 
open  !  [A  general  picture  of  alarm. 

Cal.  [ Coolly ,  after  a  pause. ]  Jacob,  open  the  gates  ! 

[ Jacob  looks  at  Edward  and  Pauline — they  seem  to 
forbid  his  obeying — Jeannette  stops  her  father — 
and  Madame  Calas  clings  to  her  husband. 

Cal.  [Firmly,  after  another  pause.']  Jacob,  I  have  com¬ 
manded,  and  will  he  obeyed  ! 

Jac.  And,  for  the  first  time,  unwillingly.  [Exit,  l. 

Pau.  [Aside.]  Edward,  my  father  must — he  must  be 
told - 

Edw.  [Aside  to  Pauline.]  ’Tis  too  late  :  let  us  hope — 
perhaps  they  will  not  dare  accuse  him. 

Cal.  Dearest  wife,  have  better  resolution :  whatever 
they  think  of  us,  they  will  not  be  proof  against  so  heart¬ 
breaking  a  spectacle.  [Throws  open  a  door,  r.  u.  e.,  where 
there  is  just  light  enough  to  perceive  that  a  corpse  is  laid 
out.]  There  will  they  behold  the  lifeless  form  of  him,  once 
the  hope  and  delight  of  his  family ;  here,  at  their  feet,  ? 
father,  a  sister,  and  mother,  who  will  supplicate  them  to 
spare  those  precious  relics,  and  not  to  cover  with  oppro¬ 
brium  his  parents’  remaining  years.  Should  they  be  insen¬ 
sible  to  such  a  prayer,  God  himself  will  be  offended  ! 

[They  all  retire  to  r. 

Re-enter  Jacob,  l,,  sorrowfully,  showing  the  way,  and 
followed  by  a  Procession. 

Officer  and  Guards,  with  flambeaux. 

Apparitors — Gaoler — Clerks. 
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A  Judge  the  Capitoul,  in  his  robes — A  Judge. 

Two  Surgeons. 

Peace  Officers  and  People,  with  flambeaux. 

The  Soldiers  range  across  the  garden  entrance  at  the 
back  the  Capitoul  and  Judges ,  c .—the  Officers,  Clerks, 
and  Surgeons,  l. — the  Peasantry,  l. — Ambroise,  at  a 
particular  moment ,  glides  in  from  among  the  crowd— 
Madame  Calas  and  Pauline  kneel— Jacob,  Laurence, 
and  Jeannette,  bend  over  them  in  an  attitude  of  suppli¬ 
cation,  near  r.  s.  e. — Edward  supports  Madame  Calas 
and  Pauline — Calas  stands  near  r.  u.  e.,  in  a  firm  but 
mournful  manner,  pointing  to  the  open  door  of  the  room 
where  the  body  of  Antoine  lies — Ambroise,  l.,  also 
points  significantly ,  and  the  Judges  notice  the  mournful 
cabinet — the  Capitoul  looks  sternly  around  him  upon  all 
the  group. 

Cal.  [With  modest  boldness,  advancing  to  the  Capitoul.~\ 
My  lord,  we  seek  not  to  disguise  the  truth — my  son  is  no 
more.  I  would  have  concealed  his  crime  ;  nature  and  my 
love  for  him  would  have  made  it  a  duty ;  nor  do  I  think 
there  is  a  father  in  the  world  would  condemn  me  for  it. — 
You  behold  at  your  knees  a  family  in  despair,  of  whom 
the  honour  and  the  fate  is  about  to  depend  on  your  hu¬ 
manity. 

Cap.,  [To  Madame  Calas  and  Pauline.']  Rise,  ladies, 
rise.  [To  Colas.]  You  ought  to  expect  from  the  magis¬ 
trates  nothing  but  justice,  and  the  punishment  of  crime. 
Cal.  Crime  ! — Is  it  not  already  expiated  ? 

Cup.  Society  must  be  avenged.  [To  the  Surgeons.] 
Gentlemen,  enter  that  apartment;  examine  the  unfortu¬ 
nate  who  has  ceased  to  live,  and  make  your  report  con¬ 
formable  to  truth.  [Exeunt  Surgeons  into  the  room,  r., 
and  the  door  is  closed — Madame  Calas  is  following.]  You’ 
madame,  must  remain;  and  you,  [To  Calas.]  deliver  to 
those  officers  the  keys  of  your  house,  and  of  those  places 
where  your  papers  are  preserved. 

Cal.  How  do  they  relate,  my  lord,  to  the  event  which 
brings  you  hither  ? 

Cap.  [Severely.]  Obey,  sir ! 

Cal.  My  servant  Jacob  has  been  twenty  years  the  depo¬ 
sitary  of  my  keys. 

Cap.  [To  the  Officer.]  You  have  my  instructions;  ac¬ 
company  that  man,  and  do  your  duty.  [To  Jacob.]  You 
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will  conduct  my  officer,  and,  without  reply  or  observation, 

do  all  he  may  command  you. 

Jac.  (r.)  Pardon  me,  your  lordship  ;  but  in  this  house 
I  am  accustomed  to  obey  nobody’s  orders  but  those  of  my 
worthy  master  :  if  he  commands,  why,  then,  it’s  quite 
another  matter. 

Cal.  [To  Jacob.]  Yes,  my  friend  ;  I  order  you  to  obey 
the  magistrates. 

Jac.  Ay,  then,  indeed.  [Sullenly  to  the  Officers .]  This 
way  ! 

[Exit,  R.  d.,  followed  by  the  Officers  and  two  Soldiers, 
with  torches. — The  Clerks,  8fc.,  place  seats  and  a 
table,  n. 

Cal.  What  are  your  intentions,  my  lord  ? — One  would 
imagine,  by  these  formalities,  that  we  had  been  guilty  of 
some  crime. 

Cap.  [Receiving  a  folded  paper  from  one  of  the  other 
judges .]  You  ought  to  know. 

[The  Capitoul ,  Judges,  and  Clerks,  take  their  seats  at 
the  table,  L. — Madame  Calas,  weeping,  sinks  on  a 
chair ,  and  hides  her  face. 

Cap.  [To  Calas,  examining  from  the  paper.']  Was  not 
your  son  in  the  habit  of  passing  much  of  his  time  from 
home  ? 

Cal.  Too  much,  my  lord. 

Cap.  Was  he  from  home  yesterday  ? 

Cal.  No,  my  lord. 

[The  clerks  note  down  Calas ’  answers  at  the  table. 

Cap.  You  received  friends  last  night :  what  time  did 
they  retire  ? 

Cal.  About  nine. 

Cap.  And  at  what  hour  did  your  son  die  ? 

Cal.  Merciful  powers  !  —  My  son  die  ?  —  About  that 
hour. 

Cap.  Were  you  then  with  your  friends  ? 

Cal.  [Abstractedly .]  Yes,  all  the  family. 

Mad.  C.  No,  my  dear  husband,  you  mistake — our  son 
was  not  with  us. 

Cal.  True  ;  my  grief  made  me  forget. 

Cap.  [To  the  other  Judges’]  Observe  how  he  contra¬ 
dicts  himself ! 

Edw.  Contradict  himself ! — My  lord,  my  lord  !  can  a 
father,  overwhelmed  with  agony,  possess  presence  of  mind 
sufficient  to  retain  the  most  trivial  circumstances  of  the 
frightful  event  which  involved  him  in  such  affliction  ? — Do 
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you  imagine  lie  would  deceive  you  ? — What  feelings  could 
induce  so  evident  an  error  ? 

Cap.  You  forget,  sir,  that  I  am  the  only  person  to  ask 
questions  here. 

Lau.  [ Eagerly .]  No,  your  lordship  ;  my  master  is  too 
much  of  a  gentleman  to  forget  that  he - 

Officer.  Silence  ! 

Cap.  [To  Calas.~\  In  what  place  did  your  son  perish  ? 

Cal.  Yonder — in  that  pavilion. 

Cap.  [Referring  to  his  paper. ]  What !  in  the  very  mo¬ 
ment  of  reconciliation — after  a  quarrel  you  had  had  with 
your  son — at  the  instant  when  you  were  close  to  the  pa¬ 
vilion,  conducting  forth  your  company,  your  son,  as  it 
were,  expires  before  your  eyes,  and  you  pretend  ignorance 
of  what  was  passing  ! 

[Ambroise  approaches ,  and  whispers  to  the  capitoul. 

Cal.  Nothing  can  be  more  true,  my  lord. 

Mad.  C.  The  cries  of  our  attendants  first  apprised  us  of 
the  dreadful  circumstance. 

Jea.  [Aside  to  Edward .]  Mr.  Edward  !  sir !  madam  ! 
look  :  there’s  that — that  Ambroise  whispering  with  the 
judge ! 

Mad.  C.  [Aside.']  Ambroise  ! — What  does  he  here  ? — 
Endeavour  to  inform  my  husband. 

Jea.  [Aside.]  I  will,  madam. 

steals  towards  Galas ,  when  Ambroise  points 
her  out  to  the  capitoul. 

Cap.  [Sternly  to  Jeannette.]  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Jea.  Going,  my  lord  ? — I  was  going  to - 

[Madame  Galas  makes  a  sign  to  her. 

Cap.  [To  Madame  Calas.]  Let  her  speak,  madam. — 
[To  Jeannette.]  Young  woman,  tell  the  truth. 

Jea.  The  truth  ! — To  be  sure,  my  lord.  I  was  going — 
I  was — well — 1  was  going  to  bid  my  master  take  care  of 
himself.  [Pointing  to  Ambroise . 

Cal.  And  why  ? — Dare  not  deceive. 

Jea.  I — deceive,  my  lord  ? 

Lau.  My  lord,  Jeannette  never  deceived  nobody  in  all 
her  life,  not  even  me  ;  and — — 

Cap.  Remove  that  fool !  [To  Jeannette.]  Speak,  dam¬ 
sel  :  why  was  your  master  to  take  care  of  himself? 

Jea.  Because — why,  because  that  person  there,  Mr. 
Ambroise,  is  here.  [Retires  to  r. 

Cap.  Very  well. 

Amb.  [Significantly.]  You  observe,  my  lord. 
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Re-enter  the  Surgeons  from  the  room,  r. —  They  present 
a  paper  to  the  Capitoul,  who  examines  it,  and  gives  it  to 
the  other  Judges. 

Cap.  [ To  the  Surgeons.']  Gentlemen,  we  are  of  the  same 
opinion  :  the  circumstances  you  have  remarked  relative  to 
the  violent  death  of  this  young  man  have  been  well  consi¬ 
dered.  [The  Surgeons  bow,  and  retire  up,  l.]  There  can 
be  no  doubt.  [. Looking  severely  at  Galas.]  What  horror  ! 

Re-enter  Jacob,  the  Officer,  and  Soldiers,  r.  D.— i the 
Officer  gives  papers  to  the.  Capitoul. 

Jac.  [Aside  to  Colas.]  My  dear  master,  they  have  ran¬ 
sacked  every  where,  and  have  taken  those  papers  from  mv 
young  master’s  room. 

Cap.  [To  Calas.]  Is  this  fragment  of  a  letter  your  son’s 
writing  ? 

Cal.  [Looking  at  the  paper.]  Yes,  my  lord  ;  most  cer¬ 
tainly  it  is. 


Cap.  Hear,  then.  [Reading.]  “  Willingly  would  l  flu 
to  your  arms;  but  what,  upon  the  terms  your  family  exact 
would  be  the  consequence  ?  I  should  draw  upon  myself 

the  anger  of  my  father,  which  would  be  the  sentence  of 
my  death J 

Mad.  C.  [Rising.]  Of  his  death  ! 

Edw.  [Aside.]  He  is  lost ! 


Cal.  [In  astonishment.]  Who 
Cap.  Yourself!! 


gave  them ! 
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[A  general  start  of  horror — a  chord — Madame  Calas 
sinks  into  a  chair ,  and  a  picture  of  grief  anger , 
and  surprise ,  is  formed. 

Cal.  [. Deeply  affected.']  Just  Heaven !  did  I  hear 
rightly  ? — Destroy  my  son  !  [ Turning  towards  the  cabinet , 
R.j  Oh,  Antoine  !  beloved  of  my  heart !  arise — arise,  I 
conjure  you,  and  confront  the  daring,  false,  and  wicked 
accusers  of  thy  broken-hearted  father  ! 

Edw.  And  can  so  execrable  a  falsehood  find  no  baser 
issue  than  from  the  lips  of  a  magistrate  ? 

Cal.  [To  the  Capitoul.]  Barbarian!  you  —  a  father — 
and  dare  imagine  such  a  crime  ! 

Cap.  Wretch  !  we  have  a  witness  here. 

[Pointing  to  Ambroise. 

All.  [With  horror  and  contempt.]  Ambroise! 

Cal.  fy  Edw.  An  impostor  ! 

Lau.  [To  Jeannette.]  Ay,  you  may  pull,  and  pinch,  and 
wink,  and  nod,  and  cry  silence,  if  you  please ;  but  I  will 
speak  now,  if  I  never  speak  again.  [To  the  Capitoul.]  I 
know  that  person  ;  I  saw  him  peeping  through  the  gate  ; — 
I  wTas  at  first  jealous  of  Jeannette  ;  but,  little  as  I  am, 
when  I  looked  at  his  jesuitical  leei’ — not  so  bad  as  that, 
thinks  I,  neither. — And  then  I  saw  him  creeping  in  again, 
just  as  Monsieur  Calas  came  out  of  the  pavilion. 

Cap.  [Significantly .]  Monsieur  Calas  come  out  of  the 
pavilion  ! — A  good  witness  ! 

Lau.  To  be  sure,  I  am  ;  and  Monsieur  Calas  knows  as 
well  as  I  do  all  that  happened  there. 

Cal.  [To  Ambroise.]  If,  sir,  it  is  true  you  were  the 
friend  of  my  son,  you  ought  to  have  pity  on  his  unfortu¬ 
nate  father,  and  proclaim  the  truth. 

Arab.  [Advancing.]  You  shall  hear  it.  At  nine  o’clock 
I  came  to  conduct  your  son  to  the  altar,  where  he  was  ex¬ 
pected  :  on  my  arrival,  cries  of  distress,  and  expressions  of 
murder  and  assassination,  assailed  my  ears.  I  saw  Mon¬ 
sieur  Calas  run  from  the  pavilion,  pale  and  disfigured  ;  all 
seemed  transfixed  ;  and  madame,  as  if  divining  the  crime 
her  husband  had  committed,  met  him  in  well-affected  ter¬ 
ror,  and  exclaimed,  “My  son  is  no  more!”  Overcome 
with  horror,  I  fled  this  place  of  crime,  believing  that  hea¬ 
ven  and  man  required  me  to  denounce  what,  upon  my  ho¬ 
nour,  I  declare  has  taken  place. 

Edw.  Monster ! 

Cap.  [To  Calas.]  What  have  you  to  answer  ? 

Cal.  Nothing,  my  lord. 
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Pau.  [Rushing  into  her  father's  arms.']  What,  my  fa¬ 
ther  !  have  you  nothing  to  reply  to  such  a  villain  ? — We 
all  witness  that  you  adored  my  brother. 

Jac.  Jea.  Lau.  All,  all,  my  lord — all ! 

Edw.  My  lord  the  capitoul,  it  is  impossible  you  can 
persist  in  so  horrible  an  accusation :  nature  forbids  you, 
and  you  outrage  Heaven  in  not  resisting  the  foul  charge  ! 
Do  you  suppose  men  more  ferocious  than  monsters  ? — The 
tiger  cherishes  his  offspring ;  and  do  you  think  a  human 
father  and  mother — the  most  tender,  the  most  respectable 
— could  destroy  the  child  he  had  loved,  and  she  had  che¬ 
rished  at  her  bosom  ? — What !  is  not  sixty  years  of  virtue, 
kindness,  and  paternal  example,  a  guarantee  from  an  action 
which  reverses  the  order  of  nature  ? — No,  you  do  not  your¬ 
selves  believe  it ;  nor  can  you  find  any  other  magistrates 
who  would  admit  the  possibility  of  a  similar  outrage  on  na¬ 
ture  and  humanity. 

Macl.  C.  Ay,  my  lord,  hear  him,  and  reject  this  horrible 
calumny. 

Cap.  Woman,  thy  speech  becomes  thee  not. 

Mad.  C.  True,  my  lord,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but  though  long 
settled  with  my  husband  in  a  land  of  strangers,  I  have  the 
honour  to  be  an  Englishwoman  ;  and,  in  the  dear  land  of 
my  fathers,  no  one,  even  when  known  to  be  guilty,  is  pro¬ 
nounced  to  be  so,  until  the  accused  has  had  an  open  and 
fair  trial  by  his  peers — by  twelve  impartial  judges,  who  are 
neither  friends  nor  enemies. 

Cap.  We  must  perform  our  duty.  [To  the  Officers.] 
Secure  your  prisoner  ;  observe  his  family  ;  and  let  the  body 
of  the  son  be  conveyed  to  the  place  of  trial.  [They  all  im¬ 
plore.]  Obey  ! 

[The procession  forms,  and  begins  to  move — Calas  is 
surrounded  by  guards. 

Cal.  [After  a  pause.]  My  wife  !  my  daughter !  need  I 
declare  that  I  am  innocent  ? — Summon  all  your  courage : 
Heaven  will  not  permit  a  just  cause  to  perish ! — Edward, 
will  you — dare  you  be  my  advocate  ? 

Edw.  I  will  justify  or  perish  with  the  father  of  Pauline  ! 

[The  procession  goes  on — the  family  of  Calas  surround 
him — Soldiers,  with  flambeaux,  are  just  seen  entering 
with  the  body  of  Antoine,  covered  with  white  drapery, 
as  Calas  rushes  out,  l. — Madame  Calas  falls  senseless 
the  rest  form  a  group — and  the  curtain  slowly  de¬ 
scends  to  a  mournfully  impressive  symphony . 

END  OF  ACT  II. 
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SCENE  I. — A  grand  Gothic  Antichamber — at  the  back, 
a  fine  painted  glass  window,  looking  into  the  main  street, 
so  that  passengers,  8fC.,  mag  be  seen  passing — on  each 
side  the  ivindow — on  a  platform,  ascended  by  steps ,  a 
lofty  door — the  one,  r.,  inscribed  “  Council  Chamber,” 
the  other,  l.,  “  Hall  of  Justice” — Guards  are  standing 
at  each  door — antique  chairs,  SfC.,  arranged  in  the  hall. 

Music. — Enter  Edward  from  the  Hall  of  Justice,  l. 

Edw.  [. Advancing ,  c.]  I  have,  then,  pleaded  his 
cause  in  vain  ! — I  see  too  well  which  way  their  thoughts 
are  biassed. 

Enter  Ambroise  hastily  from  the  Hall  of  Justice,  l. 

Edw.  [Stopping  him,  as  he  crosses  to  r.]  Stay,  sir ;  I 
must  speak  with  you — I  insist ! 

Amb.  (r.  c.)  By  what  authority  ? 

Edw.  (c.)  You  shall  hear  that,  in  spite  of  your  wish  to 
the  contrary  :  here,  in  the  presence  of  all  those  witnesses, 
you  shall  escape  no  part  of  the  truth — you  shall  avoid  no 
part  of  the  malediction  of  an  innocent  family,  whom  you 
would  drag  to  the  scaffold ! 

Amb.  Dare  you,  sir,  prefer  an  accusation  against  me  ? 
Do  you  not  know  that  this  offence  is  equally  directed 
against  the  majesty  of  that  tribunal,  whose  sentence  will 
quickly  justify  my  conduct,  and  repel  your  calumny  ? 

Edw.  And  by  what  proofs  will  that  tribunal  give  so  hor¬ 
rible  a  sentence  ? — If  on  your  execrable  accusation — if  on 
your  sacrilegious  oath,  it  must  be  without  consulting  their 
consciences.  With  a  front  of  brass,  you  swore  before 
Heaven  to  tell  the  truth.  I  saw  the  magistrates  turn  pale 
while  you,  without  remorse,  swore  that  the  father  had 
murdered  his  son  under  your  observation.  Ah,  wretch  !  if 
the  thunder  of  offended  Omnipotence  has  not  been  already 
hurled  against  you — if  the  earth  has  not  yet  opened  be¬ 
neath  your  footsteps,  acknowledge  that  clemency  which 
grants  you  a  respite  to  repent  of  your  dreadful  acts  towards 
the  innocent ! 

Amb.  You  go  too  far. 

Edw.  Yet  hear  me.  Calas  is  innocent,  and  you  know 
it. — What  injuries  has  he  done  you  ? — I  will  repair  them — 
I  will  yield  to  you  all  I  possess,  and  keep  your  secret,  be 
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it  what  it  may.  [After  a  pause.]  You  reflect :  follow, 
without  hesitation,  the  voice  of  your  conscience ;  retract 
your  accursed  deposition ;  and  arrest  the  arm  of  death, 
ready  to  fall  on  a  helpless,  good  old  man  !  The  blood  of 
the  innocent  will  return  upon  your  head,  and  cry  for  retri¬ 
bution  in  the  terrible  day  of  judgment !  But,  no  ;  I  see 
thou  wilt  be  honest ;  come,  I  will  load  ye  with  riches — I 
will  spare  you  the  terrors  of  crime,  of  remorse,  and  from 
the  vengeance  of  your  fellow-men  ! — Come,  come  -;  let  jus¬ 
tice — let  humanity  triumph  ! 

Amb.  And  dare  your  hypocrisy  propose  this  to  me  ? — If 
I  return  to  the  tribunal,  tremble  for  yourself,  lest  I  should 
add  to  the  honest  proofs  I  have  brought  against  the  cri¬ 
minal  the  insulting  offers  you  have  had  the  audacity  to 
make  me  ! 


Edw.  Your  heart,  then,  is  inaccessible  to  remore,  and 
to  that  feeling  of  terror  which  is  experienced  by  the  most 
daring  ! 

Amb.  I  have  nothing  to  dread:  the  capitoul  is  con¬ 
vinced. 

Edw.  You  have  known  too  well  how  to  mislead  him. 

Amb.  Dare  you  accuse  the  premier  magistrate  ? 

Edw.  I  accuse  none  but  you ;  and,  since  nothing  can 
stay  your  crime — since,  in  your  blind  rage,  you  see  nothing 
but  the  abyss  into  which  you  would  plunge  Calas,  hasten, 
wretch  !  and  accomplish  thy  dastardly — thy  fell  intention  ! 
Yet,  stay,  and  hear  the  oath  I  swear :  if  the  father  of  my 
betiothed,  through  thy  accursed  perjury,  be  doomed  to 
mount  the  scaffold,  the  bowels  of  the  earth  shall  not  hide 
thee  from  my  vengeance  ;  and  thy  blood— yes,  thine,  trai¬ 
tor  I— thy  blood  shall  answer  me  for  his  ! 

Amb.  Imprudent,  daring  man ! — I  hasten  to  denounce 

y0^ ,  r,  IGoing. 

Edw.  Denounce  me !— So  thou  shalt.  [Seizing  him.] 
Villain  !  I’ll  drag  thee  to  the  judgment -seat ! 


Enter  an  Officer  and  Guards  from  the  Chamber  of  Jus¬ 
tice,  l.  d. — Jacob  and  Jeannette,  l. 

Off.  Clear  the  entrances ;  the  debates  are  finished,  and 
the  judges  are  retiring  to  the  Council  Chamber. 

Edw.  (n.)  It  is  over,  then,  and  sentence  is  about  to  be 
pronounced!  [To  Ambroise.]  Dost  thou  not  tremble 
villain  ? 

Jac.  Mr.  Edward,  how  do  they  proceed? 

Jea.  Oh,  say — tell  us  ! 
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Edw.  They  are  now  going  to  debate  upon  the  sentence. 
Jac.  Sentence  ! — Oh,  heavens  ! 

[Music.  The  Soldiers,  eye.,  cross,  and  form  on  a 
platform,  which  leads  from  the  Hall  of  Justice  to 
the  Council  Chamber — people  also  enter  from  the 
Hall  of  Justice,  but  are  kept  back  by  the  muskets 
and  halberds  of  the  guards. 

Enter  Madame  Galas  and  Pauline,  l. — Ambroise  en¬ 
deavours  to  escape  up  the  steps  towards  the  judgment- 
hall,  but  is  put  back  by  the  Officer  of  the  Guards. 

Off.  No  one  passes  till  the  judges  leave  the  hall. 

Edw.  [To  Madame  Calash]  Dear  madam,  whither  would 
you  go  ? 

Mad.  C.  Whither  ? — Ah,  Edward!  my  husband  is  about 

to  be  condemned!  Condemned  !— no,  ’tis  impossible! _ 

See  his  judges  approach  :  join  with  me — let  us  throw 
ourselves  at  their  feet,  and  implore  their  clemency. 

Music.— Enter  the  Grand  Officers  of  the  Court,  8cc. _ 

they  pass  across  the  platform  from  the  Hall  of  Justice, 
L.,  towards  the  Council  Chamber,  r.,  in  front  of  the 
Guards,  who  present  arms  when  the  Capitoul  is  in  the 
centre. 

Mad.  C.  (l.  c.)  [To  the  Capitoul.]  Hold!  hold!  for 
the  love  of  Heaven  ! 

Jac.  Jea.  (l.)  Mercy — mercy  tor  our  beloved  master  ! 
Cap.  [On  the  platform,  c.]  What  would  you,  madam? 
Mad.  C.  My  husband  is  innocent :  we  swear  it  by  all 
that  is  most  sacred  !  In  the  name  of  that  Power  which 
will  one  day  judge  yourselves,  do  not  consummate  so  hor¬ 
rible  an  injustice— do  not  credit  the  testimony  of  a  mon¬ 
ster,  an  impostor,  when  opposed  to  the  protestations  of 
the  best,  the  most  respectable  of  husbands,  fathers,  and  of 
men  ! 

Pau.  (l.  c.)  Save — oh  !  save  my  father  ! 

Jea.  8f  Jac.  Mercy!  mercy! 

Cap.  Rise,  madame.  Gentlemen,  on  to  the  Council 
Chamber. 

Edw.  (r.  c.)  Cruel,  obdurate  men  ! 

Cap.  Nor  tears  nor  menaces  can  now  avail :  our  opinions 
are  formed,  and  nothing  ought  to  change  them.  I  permit 
the  accused,  during  our  deliberations,  to  see  you  and  any  of 
his  friends  in  this  hall.  On,  gentlemen. 
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[ Exeunt  the  Capitoul  and  Judges  into  the  Council 
Chamber ,  r.  —  the  Guards  and  People  keep  their 
stations. 

Pau.  We  shall  see  him,  then  !  Dearest  mother,  let  us 
yet  hope  the  best. 

Amb.  [Aside.]  I  may  now  escape  unnoticed.  [Going. 
Jac.  [Intercepting  him.']  Ambroise  ! 

Edw.  [To  Ambroise.]  Ah !  art  thou  yet  here  ?  Hast 
thou  the  audacity  to  face  thy  victims  ? 

[Ambroise  stands  as  if  petrified. 
Mad.  C.  Execrable  calumniator !  comest  thou  to  satiate 
thyself  in  my  husband’s  blood  ? — What  injury  has  he  done 
thee  ?  or  I,  or  this  innocent  maid,  who  will  soon  be  father¬ 
less  ? — From  what  demon  art  thou  sent  to  exterminate  an 
unoffending  family  ? 

Amb.  Madame - 

Mad.  C.  Thou  alone  art  his  accuser — thou  only  would 
drag  him  to  the  scaffold  ! — It  is  on  thy  head  alone  his  blood 
will  fall ;  while  our  sorrows,  our  maledictions,  and  the 
thunders  of  insulted  Heaven,  will  pursue  thee  to  thy  tomb  I 
Amb.  [Franticly .]  Away  !  let  me  depart ! 

Mad.  C.  No  !  your  punishment  is  doomed  to  commence 
with  the  sufferings  of  your  victim  :  his  will  finish  in  celes¬ 
tial  triumph,  while  your’s  will  continue  without  end ! — 
Remorse  will  unceasingly  pursue  you  by  day  and  by  night ; 
and  when  thy  sickening  soul  is  permitted  to  shut  out  this 
mortal  light,  thine  eyes  will  but  re-open  to  renewed  pu¬ 
nishment  in  the  world  hereafter  ! 

Edw.  Hear’st  thou,  wretch  ? 

Mad.  C.  Malediction  !  malediction  ! 

All.  Malediction ! 

Amb.  [Furiously.]  What !  —  oh  !  — help  !  —  ’tis  insup¬ 
portable  !  Furies,  loose  your  grasp  !  I  will  be  free  of  ye  ! 
[Running  desperately  up  the  steps  of  the  Hall  of  Jus¬ 
tice ,  L. 

Enter  Jean  Galas  from  the  Hall  of  Justice — Ambroise 
meets  him  starts ,  hides  his  face,  staggers  back,  and 
falls  in  the  arms  of  the  Guards,  who  take  him  off,  r.— 
Colas  advances,  and  embraces  his  family ,  who  form  a 
momentary  picture. 

Cal.  (c.)  Thus  surrounded  by  thee,  by  my  children _ 

for  thou  art  one  of  them,  dear  Edward — by  my  friends,  for 
so  my  sen  ants  still  have  been,  1  can  for  a  moment  forget 
we  have  ever  been  unhappy  ’—You  weep  !— Ah  !  too  well 
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I  tcel  that,  it  it  is  hard  on  me  thus  to  be  taken  from  ye, 
how  much  more  painful  to  you,  who  are  in  such  a  world, 
to  be  left  behind  ! 

Mad.  C.  (l.  c.)  Do  not  believe  I  will  support  it ;  no : 
happy  have  we  lived  together,  and  now  I  will  follow  thee  to 
death. 

Cal.  What  say’st  thou  !  and  our  daughter  !  Is  it  not 
enough,  that  in  one  day,  she  should  lose  brother,  father, 
husband — but  thou  would’ st  also  take  a  mother  from  her  5 
Oh,  no  !  thou  must  remain  ! 

Jac.  (r.)  And  we  too,  dear  master  ;  my  daughter  and 
myselt  will  serve  our  dear  ladies,  on  our  knees  we  will 
serve  them,  now  ten  times  more  respected  from  the  misery 
they  suffer. 

Ediv.  (r.  c.)  And  did  you  say,  my  father,  that  your 
daughter  was  about  to  lose  the  husband  of  her  choice  ? 

Cal.  I  know  your  heart,  Edward,  I  know  its  feelings ; 
but  your  father  was  my  dearest  friend,  and  should  I  be 
doomed  to  suffer  public  execution,  I  cannot  consent  that 
his  son  should,  by  such  an  alliance,  become  a  sharer  in  the 
infamy  of  my  injured  family. 

Edw.  Infamy  is  for  crime,  not  for  innocence  ;  the  name 
of  Galas  will  be  ennobled  by  misfortune,  and  I  shall  be 
most  proud  to  share  its  reputation.  If  they  take  your 
fortune,  mine  remains  for  these,  and  your  virtues  will  be 
the  splendid  inheritance  they  bring  me  in  return — for  me, 
I  will  ever  protest  your  innocence,  and  proclaim  it  to  the 
world  at  the  peril  of  my  life  ;  here,  in  the  awful  moment, 
while  your  judges  are  debating  whether  they  shall  consign, 
not  you,  but  themselves,  to  disgrace  or  honour.  Now, 
give  me  the  hand  of  your  daughter,  and  let  your  virtuous 
benediction  be  the  certain  guarantee  of  our  future  happi¬ 
ness-  [  They  kneel  to  Galas. 

Cal.  My  wife — assist  me  to  join  their  hands  ;  and,  O  my 
children,  may  Heaven  accept  the  vows  of  my  heart,  and 
may  my  sufferings,  endured  and  offered  with  resignation, 
call  down  on  you  the  blessings  you  so  well  deserve. 

Enter  Laurence  and  Officer,  l.  e. 

Lau.  [Entering .]  What !  refuse  to  let  me  see  him  !  I 
tell  you  I  am  one  of  the  family — every  body  knows  that 
my  name  is  Laurence,  valet  and  gardener  to  Mr.  Coun¬ 
sellor  Edward,  and  going  to  be  married,  as  soon  as  possible, 
to  Ma’amselle  Jeannette,  daughter  of  old  Jacob,  and  wait- 
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ing-maid  to  her  own  young  mistress:  Only  ask,  if  you 
won’t  believe. 

Edw.  Laurence  !  yes,  he  belongs  to  me - 

Jea.  And  to  me  too,  with  submission,  sir. 

Off.  Pass  then.  [ Retires ,  l.] 

Lau.  Justice,  indeed  ! — I’m  sure  justice  is  the  most  un- 
justest,  impolitest,  un - 

Edw.  Peace  ! — Bring  you  any  newrs  ? 

Lau.  News  !  bless  you  !  why  I  said  you  didn’t  know  it ; 
how  should  you  know  it?  —  But,  hush! — Ah,  Monsieur 
Calas,  if  you  knew  what’s  going  on  in  the  town,  you’d  bless 
yourself  ;  but  may  one  speak  ? 

Edw.  Yes  ;  but  softly. 

Lau.  Then  there’s  a  most  glorious  rumpus — such  jun- 
ketty  poodle — big,  little,  rich,  poor,  tag-rag,  and  rory  boys, 
all  declare  they’ll  sooner  hang  up  the  Capitoul  himself, 
than  he  shall  lay  finger  on  an  innoeent  man,  that’s  not 
guilty  of  no  crime  of  any  crime  whatsomdever. 

Cal.  Now,  fate  forbid  ! 

Lau.  They  won’t  be  forbid.  All  the  workmen,  the  shop¬ 
keepers,  the  every  body,  they  call  you  their  father,  friend, 
and  benefactor  ;  they  swear  they’ll  set  fire  to  the  town  if 
a  hair  of  your  head  is  but  once  touched,  and  things  come  to 
that,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be  one  among  the  jolly 
conflagrationarians . 

Edw.  Shew  me  !  lead  me  !  I  have,  in  vain,  defended  you 
before  the  judges,  and  now' - 

Cal.  [Severely.]  Edward !  remain  !  I  conjure,  I  com¬ 
mand  you  ;  should  my  judges  erroneously  condemn  me  to 
the  wheel,  they  only  will  destroy  this  worthless  body, 
which  if  you  dare  to  rescue  by  a  violation  of  the  laws,  you, 
more  cruel  than  their  sentence,  will  become  the  assassin  of 
my  family,  the  executioner  of  my  reputation. 

Edw.  The  wheel,  said  you  ?  I  shall  spare  your  judges  a 
dreadful  crime  ;  are  you  not  innocent,  and  the  father  of 
my  wife  ? 

Pau.  O  husband  !  save  my  father  ! 

Mad.  C.  Son  !  preserve  my  dying  husband  ! 

Cal.  Stay,  Edward,  stay  !  [Edward  rushes  out,  L.l  Alas  ' 
he’s  lost !  he’s  lost ! 

Lau.  Not  while  1  can  find  him  ;  and  if  he  must  be  lost,  it 
shan’t  be  by  himself, while  I’ve  a  leg  to  stand  on.  [Aims  out  ’  l 

Cal.  What  have  you  done  ?— Fly  !  bring  him  back  !  and 
you,  my  daughter,  consider  he  is  your  husband  ;  and  ’tis 
your  duty  to  save  him  when  he  would  rush  upon  his  ruin 
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Pm.  My  first  duty  is  to  save  my  father  ;  my  heart 
tiembles  for  Edward  ;  but  to  snatch  you  from  a  cruel  death, 
could  sacrifice  him  and  myself.  f Drum  mils 

Jac.  The  judges  are  returning  to  make  report. 

Mad.  C.  My  blood  runs  cold. 

.  Col-  [Aside.]  My  fate  is  fixed !  I  shall  have  no  more 
trials  to  sustain,  and  have  only  to  submit  me  to  the  will  of 
Heaven  ! 


Re-enter  the  Judges  from  the  Council  Chamber ,  r .—the 

Capitoul  gives  written  orders  to  an  Officer,  and  the 

Soldiers  are  directed  different  ways. 

Mad.  C-  W  hat  mean  those  dreadful  orders  ?  those  ar- 
angements  ? 

[The  Capitoul  descends  the  platform  and  comes 
forward,  r.  c. 

Cap.  [ To  Madame  Calas .]  I  recommend  you,  madame 
and  your  daughter,  in  the  name  of  the  council,  to  retire! 
[They  look  at  the  Capitoul,  and  approach  Calas  still  nearer 
as  if  fearful  of  quitting  him.']  You  have  heard  me,  will 
you  not  have  the  goodness  to  obey  ? 

Mad.  C.  No,  my  lord,  my  daughter  and  I,  will — will  re¬ 
main  ;  I  will  never  abandon  my  husband  :  I  am  as  he  is, 
equally  innocent  or  guilty  ;  our  actions  have  been  the  same! 
nothing  ought  to  divide  our  fate;  if  you  condemn  him,  all 
his  family  are  willing  to  march  with  him  to  the  place  of  ex¬ 
ecution,  and  be  partakers  of  his  punishment.  My  daughter, 
your  fathei ,  and  ourselves,  are  one.  [They  throw  their 
arms  round  him.]  My  lord  judge,  we  are  here,  we  are 
ready ;  pronounce  your  award,  and  let  the  same  blow  fall 
upon  us  all. 

Cal.  [Calmly.]  My  lord,  do  you  hear  them  ? 

Cap.  [To  Calas.]  Do  you  persist  in  denying  that  you 
have  accomplices  ? 

Cal.  Where  no  crime  exists,  how  can  there  be  accom¬ 
plices  ? 

Cap.  And  thus  you  reject,  by  a  culpable  silence,  the  cle¬ 
mency  of  Heaven  and  the  indulgence  of  man. 

Cal.  On  idle  contrary,  I  implore  both,  for  the  most  inno¬ 
cent  has  need  of  them  ;  and  do  you,  my  lord,  consider  that 
Heaven  beholds,  and  will  judge  you  equally  with  mvself  ? 

Cap.  Listen  to  your  sentence. 

Music — He  takes  a  paper  from  one  of  the  other  Judges, 
and  opens  it  ivith  hesitation — Calas  attends  with  his 
eyes  raised  towards  heaven,  the  ladies  keep  close  to 
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him.  Jacob  and  Jeannette  hang  on  each  other  in 
fearful  expectation ,  at  a  little  distance. 

Mad.  C.  [Sobbing.']  O  God  !  thou  knowest  his  inno¬ 
cence — avert  this  evil  from  him  ! 

Cap.  [Heads.]  “  The  tribunal  assembled  to  enquire  into 
the  murder  of  Marc  Antoine  Galas ,  have ,  on  the  testimony 
of  the  witness  Ambroise,  and  other  corroborating  circum¬ 
stances,  resolved  that  the  said  crime  could  only  have  been 
committed  by  John  Galas,  ivho,  by  a  majority  of  seven  voices 
to  fi  ve,  is  hereby  condemned  to  the  pain  of  death 

[They  all  droop  round  Calas,  who  alone  remains  firm 
and  erect. 

Mad.  C.  Husband  ! 

Pau.  Father  ! 

Cap.  [Continuing  to  read.]  “ And  in  consequence  of  a 
threatened  opposition  to  the  sentence,  it  is  ordered  to  be 
carried  into  instant  execution;  and  that  the  magistrates 
shall  not  quit  their  posts  till  the  third  sound  of  the  great 
bell  has  announced  the  death  of  the  condemned [Giving 
back  the  paper.]  Officers,  see  that  the  decision  of  the  tri¬ 
bunal  be  effected. 

Mad.  C.  Can  it  he  true  ? — I  follow  thee  to  death ;  nothing 
shall  separate  us  ;  and  the  executioners  shall  only  strike 
thee  through  this  bosom  ! 

Cal.  Where  then  is  your  fortitude  —  your  noble  and 
pious  resignation  ?  when  we  have  now  to  fulfil  the  highest, 
the  most  sublime  duties  the  Eternal  has  prescribed  to  man ! 
let  my  death,  and  thy  life,  serve  as  examples,  while  I  join 
my  son,  and  prepare  thy  place  in  another  and  a  happier 
world. 

[An  Officer  signifies  to  the  Capitoul  that  all  is  ready — 
the  Guards  divide  at  the  back — the  great  central 
window  opens,  and  a  scaffold  hung  with  black,  and 
surrounded  with  soldiers,  is  seen — a  wheel  is  ele¬ 
vated — the  bell  strikes  once  —  the  family,  with  a 
suppressed  shriek,  hide  their  eyes,  and  cling  close  to 
Calas. 

Cal.  Farewell,  my  friends!  my  child!  my  good _ my 

faithful  wife  '.—May  Heaven  love  and  protect  you  better 
than  I  have  done  ! — Tell  Edward  I  forbid  him  to  revenge 
my  fall.  I  forgive  my  enemies  ;  and  my  judges— may  God 
toi  give  them  as  1  do  !  Pauline,  support  your  mother. — 
Adieu !  adieu ! 

[1  he  bell  tolls  a  second  time — Madame  Calas  falls 
into  the  arms  of  those  about  her— Calas  kisses  her-** 
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he  tears  himself  from  her — the  Guards  point  to  the 
scaffold. 

Pan.  [  Wildly. ~\  Mother — mother  !  they  take  him  from 
us ! — 

Mad.  C.  [ Recovering .]  Hold  !  hold  ! 

Cal.  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  shorten  my  sufferings  ! 

[  Calas  rushes  out  through  the  central  window,  which 
is  closed  after  him — the  Judges  return  into  the 
Chamber  of  Justice,  l. — Jacob  follows  his  mastei — 
Madame  Calas  sinks  on  a  bench,  l. — Pauline  falls 
at  her  feet,  hiding  her  face  in  her  lap — Jeannette 
stands  behind,  sobbing,  holding  her  apron  to  her 
eyes. 

Enter  Ambroise,  r. — he  is  passing  out,  tv  hen  the  group 
of  the  three  females  arrests  his  attention. 

Amb.  [In  a  half -choked  voice.']  Behold  my  work  !  I 
have  satisfied  my  hatred — I  have  consummated  my  venge¬ 
ance,  and  now — ay,  now — the  crime  begins  to  reward 
itself ! 

Enter  Gilbert,  with  a  letter,  l. 

Gil.  At  last,  I  have  got  through  the  crowd :  since  seven 

this  morning  have  I  been  trying  to - Ah  !  dear,  dear  ! 

sure  enough,  there  is  the  poor  suffering  family !  Poor — 
dear — [Wiping  his  eyes.]  What  a  damned  villain  must  the 
fellow  be  who  has  brought  them  to  this  misery  !  [Ambroise, 
who  has  been  getting  round  to  l.,  starts — Gilbert  nearly 
runs  against  him,  while  Pauline  and  Jeannette  are  busying 
themselves  to  recover  Madame  Calas.]  I  beg  your  pardon, 
sir.  Perhaps  you  can  be  my  friend :  I  have  got  a  letter 
here  of  some  consequence — ’tis  for  the  capitoul,  the  pre¬ 
mier  judge. 

Pau.  She’ll  never  revive  ! 

Jea.  And  no  one  to  help  us  ! 

[The  people  gather  round  the  family. 

Amb.  [To  Gilbert.]  For  the  capitoul ! — Let’s  see — let’s 
see !  By  all  that’s  terrible  !  ’tis — yes,  ’tis  the  handwri¬ 
ting  of - 

Gil.  You  know  the  writing,  then  ? 

Amb.  The  writing  ? — Why,  at  what  hour  did  you  receive 
this  ? 

Gil  At — at  eight  last  night. 

Amb.  And  where  ? 

Gil.  Close  bv  the  house  of  Monsieur  Calas. 

•f 
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Amb.  My  friend,  you — you  cannot  see  the  capitoul. 

Gil.  Not  see  him  ! 

Amb.  Not  at  present ;  but  I’ll  undertake  he  shall  have 
the  letter  when  the — the  business  of  the  day  is  ended. 

Gil.  No!  will  you? — How  good  you  are,  sir! — You 
must  feel  for  those  poor  people :  it’s  a  sad  thing  to  have 
committed  a  crime  ;  but  such  men  as  you — for  I  know  you, 
sir  such  men  as  you,  who  are  kind  and  condescending, 
and  never  have  injured  anybody,  you  are  paid  by - 

Amb.  Yes,  yes  ;  but - - 

Gil.  Your  own  feelings.  I  dare  say  they  speak  much 
more  than  I  can  do.  Poor  family !  I  thank  you  kindly, 

sir-  (  [Exit,  l. 

Amb  Go,  go  !  [Aside.']  My  punishment,  indeed,  be¬ 
gins  ! 

Pau.  [As  the  people  clear  away  from  Madame  Galas.] 
She  breathes  !  she  opens  her  eyes  ! — Oh,  my  mother  ! 

Jea.  Madame — dear  madame  ! 

Amb.  [Looking  round,  and  opening  the  letter.]  Let  us 
see — let  us  see.  How  fortunate  ! — By  hell !  had  I  not 
seen  this,  I  had  been  lost  for  ever ! — This  witness  must  be 
destroyed  ! 

[He  is  about  to  tear  it,  when  an  Officer  enters  from 
the  Chamber  of  Justice,  l.,  and  lays  his  hand  on 
his  arm. 

Off.  My  lord,  the  capitoul,  would  see  you,  sir. 

Amb.  [Hiding  the  letter .]  The  capitoul ! 

Off.  He  has  ordered  me  to  conduct  you  to  his  presence. 

Amb.  I’ll  follow  you.  [Aside,  thrusting  the  letter  into 
his  bosom.]  This — this  shall  never  appear  ! 

[Exit  with  the  Officer  into  the  Hall  of  Justice,  l. 

Mad.  C.  [Coming  forward  with  Pauline  and  Jeannette.] 
What  darkness  surrounds  me?  [Wildly.]  Where  is  my 
son  ?  where  is  my  husband  ? — Am  I,  then,  alone  ? 

[Goes  slowly  and  wildly  round,  as  if  searching  for 
some  one — Pauline  and  Jeannette,  unable  to  attend 
longer  to  her,  weep,  leaning  on  each  other. 

Mad .  C.  [Reading  the.  inscription  over  the  doors.] 

“Hall  of  Justice!”  “Chamber  of  Council!” _ Ah! 

[Screams,  as  if  recollecting .]  My  husband  is  gone  to  death  ! 

T1  rrv  .  [Rushing  out. 

Pau.  [Stopping  her.]  Mother  ! 

Jea.  Madam  ! 

Mad.  C.  [Wandering.]  Come— come — come,  my  friend  ! 
come,  my  child  !  let  us  die  with  him  !  Come — come  ! 
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Jea.  Dear  madam,  do  not — do  not  go  !  [A  noise  heard 

"““V-  Hark  !  ’Tis  Mr.  Edward — Edward,  madame, 
and  my  father  !  Perhaps  some  hope - 


Enter  Edward,  dragging  on  Gilbert,  followed  by  Jacob 

and  the  People ,  l. 

Mad.  C.  [ Running  to  Edward .]  My  husband  !  where  5 

Pau.  My  father ! 

Jea.  My  master ! 

Edw.  Perhaps  I  bring  his  justification — his  safety:  a 
letter  from  your  son  Antoine  ! 

All.  A  letter ! 

Edw.  [To  Gilbert,  furiously.']  Where  is  the  man  you 
gave  it  to  ?  where  is  he  ?  Speak  ! 

Gil.  [Terrified.]  I  don’t  know;  he  was  here.  Plave 
patience  :  perhaps  he’s  gone  to  give  it  to  the  capitoul. 

Edw.  Let  us  fly. 

[Rushes  into  the  Hall  of  Justice ,  l.,  followed  by 
the  People. 

Mad.  C.  My  child  !  my  friend  !  what  an  awful  moment 
is  this ! 


Enter  the  Capitoul,  Judges,  Sfc.,  from  the  Hall  of 
Justice,  l.,  and  form  down  r. 

Cap.  What  tumult  is  this  ? 

Edw.  [Holding  Gilbert,  and  pointing  to  those  who  en- 
tey . j  Observe  :  is  that  the  man  to  whom  you  gave  the  let¬ 
ter  ?  or  was  it  him  ?  or  him  ? 

Gil.  No. 

Edw.  Him  ? 

Gil.  No. 

Mad.  C.  I  tremble  ! 

Edw.  [Shaking  him.]  Take  heed  ! 

Gil.  No,  no  ! 

Enter  Ambroise  from  the  Chamber  of  Justice,  l. 

Gil.  There  !  that  s  he — that’s  he  ! — The  good,  worthy _ 

Yes  ;  that’s  the  man  I  gave  the  letter  to  ! 

The  Family.  Ambroise ! 

Cap.  What  means  this  ? 

Edw.  [Pointing  to  Ambroise .]  That  traitor  possesses  a 
letter  addressed  to  you  ;  ’tis  from  the  son  of  Calas,  and 
may  announce  the  innocence  of  his  father. 

Amb.  Me  ! 

Cap.  A  letter  ! 
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Edw.  Order  your  officers  to  take  it  from  him,  or,  by 
all  that’s  good,  I’ll  render  you  responsible  for  the  death  of 
the  innocent ! 

Cap.  [To  the  Guards .]  Take  it  from  him. 

Mad.  C.  Hasten  :  my  husband  is  on  his  way  to  death  ! 

Edw.  [ Seizing  the  letter ,  and  holding  it  up.]  ’Tis  here  ! 

’  tis  here  ! 

All.  ’Tis  here — here,  my  lord  ! 

[ Edward  gives  the  letter  to  the  Capitoul. 

Cap.  [ Reading  in  agitation.]  11  Let  no  one  he  accused 
of  my  death:  Ambroise — Ambroise  alone  conducted  me  to 
the  precipice ;  and  the  blow  which  extricates  me  is  given 
by  myself."  [To  Ambroise.]  Wretch! 

Mad.  C.  Oh,  haste  !  save  my  husband  ! 

Cap.  Run  !  fly  ! 

Edio.  [ Seizing  the  letter.]  Let  me  be  the  first  ! 

[Exit,  rushing  out  at  the  central  window. 

Amb.  I  am  lost ! 

[/is  they  go  out,  a  third  sound  of  the  bell  is  heard — 
they  all  form  a  picture  of  affright — the  Capitoul 
staggers,  and  falls  on  the  seat — the  Guards  sur¬ 
round  Ambroise. 

Jac.  He’s  lost !  [A  shout  without. 

Re-enter  Edward,  rushing  hastily  forward  from  the 

window,  c 

Edw.  He  would  have  been,  but  I’m  in  time  ! 

[A  grand  shout — Calas  appears  at  the  window,  c. — 
the  Family  rush  towards  him — Ambroise,  endea¬ 
vouring  to  escape,  is  surrounded  by  soldiers  with 
drawn  swords,  who  rush  in  with  Calas. 

Edw.  Thus  may  innocence  triumph,  and  villany  meet  its 
just  reward  !  [Grand  picture. 

DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 


Soldiers. 

Judges  and  Officers. 
Amb.  [guarded.] 
Capitoul. 

R.] 


Peasantry. 

Peasantry. 

Calas.  Mad.  Calas. 

Pau.  Edw.  Lau. 

Jeannette.  Jacob. 

[L. 
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